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LIFE  OF  DR.  WATTS.   £>r 


1  HAT  the  memorials  of  the  life  of  this  very  learned  and 
exemplary  divine  are  not  fo  copious,  as,  from  the  great  merit 
of  his  character,  might  naturally  be  expected,  is  owing  to  his 
own  lingular  modefty  ;  or,  as  Dr.  Gibbons  oofcrves,  '  not  be- 
caufe  there  was  no  friend  who  would  willingly  pay  that 
refpedt  to  his  memory  as  to  write  the  hiftory  of  his  life, 
but  becaufe  he  himfelf  difapproved  it;  for  when  he  has 
been  defired  to  leave  fome  memoirs  that  might  furnifh  fuch 
a  hiftory,  he  abfolutely  declined  it,  and  idefired  that  his 
character  might  ftand  in  the  world  merely  as  it  would  ap  - 
pear  in  his  works.'  But  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of  lb 
ornamental  a  member  of  fociety,  both  as  a  man  and  a  Chriilian, 
and  hold  up  fo  fhining  an  example  to  the  imitation  of  pofterity, 
fome  brier  memoirs  of  his  Hfe  were  given  to  the  world  by  Dr. 
igs,  in  his  funeral  fermon,  preached  December  nth, 
1743,  which,  with  fome  additions,  were  prefixed,  by  Dr. 
Gibbons,  to  the  Collection  of  his*  Works,  in  fix  volumes  quarto, 
publifhed  in  175.1. 

The  particulars  contained  in  the  prefent  account  of  the  life 
and  writings  of  our  author,  are  taken  from  the  Memoirs  of 
Dr.  Jen  the  fubfequent  narratives  of  Dr.  Gibbons 

and  Dr.  Johnlbri;    and  we  have  to  remark,  that  he  ftood  fo 

1  the  opinion  of  the  latter,  that  his  poems  were 
in    the   Collection   of  Englifh  Poets,   publifhed  in  1779,    at 
his   exprefc   recommendation^     The  deciaratioi*  of  Dr.  John- 
fon,  prefixed  to  the  fttts,  is  as  fellows  ; 

«   The  Poems  of  Dr.  Watts  were  by  my  recommen«Ja- 
ferted  in  this  Collection;  the  readers  of  which  are  to 
impute  to  me,  whatever  plcafure  or  wearinefs  they  may  find 
in  the  perufal  of  Blackmore,  Watts,  Pomfret,  and  Yalden.' 

Isaac  Watts  was  born  at  Southampton,  July  17,  16-4, 
of  parents  who  were  eminent  for  their  attachment  to  the 
cauie  of  religion,  and  the  fufTerings  they  underwent  in  t 
fecution  of  the  proteftant  diflenters,  in  the  reign  oj  Charta  11. 
His  father,  Ifaac  Watts,  kept  a  boarding-fchool,  in  th( 
ot  Southampton  j  and  though  common  report  iiuAes  hi.n  u 
a  3 
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fhoemaker,  he  appears,  from  the  narrative  of  Dr.    Gibbons, 

to  have  been  neither  indigent  nor  illiterate. 

iia.ic,  the  elded  Oj  nine  children,  difenrred,  from  his 
infancy,  a  remarkable  propennty  to  learning,  and  was  early  dif- 
tinguxfhed  for  the  fprightiinefs  and  vivacity  of  hs  wit,  which 
at  that  period  of  lire  was  under  the  reftric~lion  of  the  moft 
rigid  rules  of  decorum.  He  began,  we  are  teld,  to  learn 
Latin  when  he  was  only  four  years  old,  moft  probably  at 
home.  He  afterwards  was  inftru&ed  in  Latin,  Cheek,  arid 
Hebrew,  by  Mr.  Pinhorne,  a  clergyman,  matter  of  the  free- 
fchool,  at  Southampton,  to  whom  the  gratitude  of  his  fcholar 
afterwards  inferibed  a  Lat.r.  ode  m  his  Horae  Lyrics. 

His  literary  attainments  were  fo  fax  fuperior  to  his  con- 
temporaries at  fchojl,  that,  at  the  recommendation  of  the  Rr</. 
Mr.  Pinhorne,  a  fubfeription  was  prop  fed  for  his  fupport 
at  the  Univerfity  ;  bi  t  h'a  ingenuoufly  declared  his  refolution  of 
adhering  to  the  Difienters,  among  whom  he  had  been  educated. 
<  Such  he  was,'  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  'as  every  Chriftian  church 
would  have  rejoiced  to  have  adopted.' 

He  wasfent,  1690,  to  an  academy  in  London,  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Rov.e,  where  he  had  for  his  fellow-ftudents 
in  the  fciences,  Mr.  Hughes,  the  poet  j  Mr.  Samuel  Si 
terwards  an  eminent  dHienting  minifter;  and  Mr.  Horte^  af- 
terwards archbifhop  ofTuanu  With  Hughes  he  maint 
poetical  and  friendly  correspondence  till  the  death  of  thatamiable 
poet,  in  1720.  Mr.  Say,  after  having  been  feme  time  mi- 
nister of  a  congregation  at  Ipfwich,  fucceeded  Dr.  Calamy  at 
Weftminfter,  in  1733.  Soon  after  his  death,  which  hap- 
pened April  12,  i"  ems,  and  two  eflj 
were  published  in  one  quarto  volume,  by  fubfcription.  The 
eflays,  one  of  which  is  '  On  the  Harmony,  Variety;  and 
Power  of  Numbers  in  general  j'  and  the  other,  •  On  thofe  of 
fe  Loft  in  particular,'  have  been  much  admired.  Some 
Latin  eifays,  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  by  Watts,  as 
,  (hew  a  degree  of  kn  >wledge,  both 
philof  phical  »gJcal,  fuch  as  wry  few  attain  by  a 
much  longer  courfe 

Our  Author  wa  bits  in  his  Mifcellanie*,  a  maker 

of  verfes  from  fifteen  to  fifty  ;  and  in  his  youth,  be  appears  to 
have  paid  atte  tin  poetry.     His  verfi    to 

in  the  glycovic  tneauire,  written  when  he  was  feventeen,  are 
remarkably  eafy  and  elegant.  Dr.  Johnfon  oblerves  that 
*  fome  of  his  odes  are  deformed  by  the  Pindaric  folly,  then  pre- 
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vailing:  and  are  written  with  fach  negled  of  all  metrical  rules 
as  is  without  example  among  the  ancients;  but  his  .  .don, 
though  perhaps  not  always  exactly  pure,  has  fuch  copioufnefs 
and  fplendour,  as  fhews  that  he  was  but  at  a  very  little  diftance 
from  excellence.1 

His  method  of  ftudy  was  to  imprefs  the  contents  of  his 
boohs  upon  his  memory,  by  abridging  them,  and  by  interleaving 
them,  to  amplify  one  fyftcm  with  ntppiemettts  frofii  another. 
While  he  was  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Rowe,  his  be)  . 
was  not  only  fo  confident  as  to  obviate  the  neceffity  of  a  fingle 
reproof;  butfo  seem]  I  try,  that  it  was  often  pf'opofefl  as  a  pattern 
to  the  reft  of  the  Undents. 

In  his  nineteenth  year,  he  joined  in  communion  with  the 
congregation  of  Independents,  of  which  Mr.  Rowe,  his  worthy 
tutor,  v  .  ;  and  at  the  age  of  twenty  he  left  the  aca- 

demy, and  fpent  two  years  in  ftudy  at  the  houfe  of  his  father, 
who  tr<  i;h  great  tendernef3,  and  had  the  happinefi, 

indulged,  to  few  pare.1  its,  of  living  to  fee  his  fan  eminent  for 
literature,  and  venerable  for  piety. 

In  1696..  he  was  invited  by  fir  John  Hartopp,  hart:  to 
refide  in  his  family,  at  Stoke-Newington,  as  tutor  to  his  fon, 
where  !  I  about  four  years,  and  acquitted  himfelf  with 

the trtmoft  fidelity  and  reputation.  During  that  time,  he  ap- 
plied himfelf  clofely  to  the  ftudy  of  the  Holy  Scriptures, 
and  of  the  beft  commentators,  both  critical  and  practical,  pre- 
paratory to  his  entrance  on  the  minifterial  function,  of  the 
importance  of  which,  he  had  the  1110ft  ferious  fenfe  imprefied 
on  his  mind.  Being  chofen  afilftant  to  Dr.  Chauncy,  he 
preached  the  firft  time  on  the  birth-day  that  completed  his 
t  went --fourth  year;  probably,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  f  coa- 
that  as  the  day  of  a  fecond  nativity,  by  which  he 
entered  on  a  new  period  of  exiftence.' 

In  March  1702,  he  fucceeded  Dr.  Chauncy  on  his  mi- 
nifterial Gfhce  ;  but  foon  after  his  entrance  on  his  charge,  he 
was  attacked  by  a  dangerous  diforder,  which  brought  him  to  fo 
low  a  ftate,  that  the  congregetion  thought  an  affiftant  necefTaryj 
and  appointed  the  Rev.  Mr.  Price,  in  July  1703.  His  health 
then  returned  gradually,  and  he  performed  his  duty  till  Septem- 
ber, 1 7 12,  when  he  was  feized  by  a  fever,  of  fuch  violence  and 
continuance,  that  from  the.weaknefs  it  brought  on  him  he  never 
perfectly  recovered.  He  was  not  able  to  refume  his.  minifterial 
fundion  till  Odober,  17 16.     In  the  mean  time,  his  afiiftantj 
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Mr.  Price,  was,  at  his  defire,  and  by  his  recommendation,  chofeB 

by  the  congregation  to  i:e  joint  paftor  v.  .th  hiin. 

The  languishing  (h:te  or  hid  health  called  for  the  exertion 
of  his  friends  in  his  favour,  and  foon  excited  the  attention  of 
Sir  Thomao  Abney,  who  received  him  into  hia  home,  where, 
with  a  constancy  of  friendihip,  and  uniformity  of  conduct,  rarely 
to  be  found,  he  was  treated,  for  thirty-fix  years,  with  all  the 
kindnefs  that  friendihip  could  prompt,  and  all  the  attention  that 
refpeel;  could  dictate.  Sir  Thomas  died  about  eight  years  after- 
wards ;  but  he  continued  with  Lady  Abney  and  her  daughter  tt> 
the  end  of  life.     The  lady  died  about  a  year  after  him. 

A  connection  like  this,  in  which  the  notions  of  patronage 
and  dependance  were  overpowered  by  the  perception  of  recipro- 
cal benefits,  deferve  a  particular  memorial ;  we  fliall  therefore 
introduce  the  following  quotation  from  Dr.  Gibbons,  to  whole 
reprefentation  regard  is  to  be  pale;,  us  to  the  narrative  of  one 
who  writes  what  he  knows,  and  what  is  known likewile  to  mul- 
titudes befide. 

1  Our  next  obfervation  frail  be  made  upon  that  remarkably 
kind  providence  which  brought  the  Doctor  into  Sir  Thomas 
Abney's  family,  and  continued  him  there  till  his  death;  a  pe- 
riod of  no  lefs  than  thirty-fix  years.  In  the  midft  of  his  fecred 
labours  for  the  glory  of  God,  and  gocd  of  his  generation,  he 
is  feized  with  a  molt  violent  and  threatening  fever,  which  leaves 
him  opprefied  with  great  weaknefe,  and  puts  atleaft  a  ftop  to  his 
public  fervices  for  four  years.  In  this  diftrefiing  feafon,  doubly 
fo  to  his  active  and  pious  fpirit,  he  is  invited  to  Sir  Thomas  Ab- 
ney's  family,  nor  ever  removed  from  it  till  he  had  finifhed  his  days. 
Here  he  enjoyed  the  uninterrupted  demonftrations  of  the  trueft 
friendihip.  Here,  without  any  care  of  his  own,  he  had  every 
thing  which  could  contribute  to  the  enjoyment  of  life,  and  fa- 
vour the  unwearied  purfuits  of  his  ftudies.  Here,  he  dwelt  in 
a  family,  which  for  piety,  order,  harmony,  and  every  virtue, 
was  a  houfe  of  God.  Here  he  had  the  privilege  of  a  country 
recefs,  the  fragrant  bower,  the  ipreading  lawn,  the  flowery 
garden,  and  other  advantages,  to  footh  his  mind,  and  aid  his 
reiloration  to  his  health  ;  to  yield  him,  whenever  he  chofe 
them,  moft  grateful  intervals  from  his  laborious  ftudies,  and 
enable  him  to  return  to  them  with  redoubled  vigour  and  delight- 

*  Had  it  net  been  for  this  molt  happy  event,  he  might,  as 
to  outward  view,  have  feebly,  it  may  be  painfully,  dragged  on 
through  many  more  years  of  languor,  and  inability  for  public  for- 
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vice,  and  even  for  profitable  ftudy,  or  perhaps  might  have  funk 
into  the  grave,  under  the  overwhelming  load  of  infirmities  in 
the  miclft  of  his  days :,  and  thus  thechurch  and  the  world  would 
have  been  deprived  of  thofe  many  excellent  fermons  and  works, 
which  he  drew  up  and  publifhed  during  his  long 
this  family. 

«  In  a  few  years  after  his  coming  hither,   Sir  Thomas  Abney 
dies ;  but  his  amiable  cdnfort  furvi  J     t  ,r 

the  fame  refpedt  and  friendfhip  as  before,  and  rrv  ft 
him,  and  great  numbers  befides  j  for  as  her  riches  were  great, 
her  generofity  and  munificence  were  in  mil  proportion.  Her 
thread  of  life  was  drawn  out  to  a  great  age,  even  beyond  that 
of  the  Doctor's;  and  this  excellent  man,  through  her  kind- 
nefs,  and  that  of  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Abney,  who  in  a 
like  manner  efteemed  and  honoured  him,  enjoyed  all  th.e  bene- 
fits and  felicities  he  experienced  at  his  firft  entrance  into  this 
family,  till  his  days  were  numbered  and  finifhed,  aid,  like  a 
fhock  of  corn  in  its  feafon,  he  afcended  into  the  regions  of  per- 
fect and  immortal  life  and  joy.' 

Dr.  Johrrfon,  having  given  this  extract  from  the  account  of 
Dr.  Gibbons,  makes  the  following  remark  : 

*  If  this  quotation  has  appeared  long,  let  it  be  considered, 
that  it  comprifes  an  account  of  ftx-and-thirty  years,  and  thofe 
the  years  of  Dr.  Watts.' 

The  life  of  our  author,  during  the  whole  time  of  his  rcfi- 
dence  in  this    family,    was  no  ian   by 

fucceffive  publications,  the  number  and  varif  . 
the  intenfencfs  of  his  induftry,  and  the  extent  of  . 

In  1728,  the  universities  of  Edinburgh  and  ..■  with 

great  propriety,   and  without  an; 
on  him,  by  fpecial  diploma,  the  degre 
'  Academical  honours,'  Dr.   Jchnfon  obferves,    - 
more  value,  if  they  were  always  beftow  eal  judgment.' 

He  continued  many  years  to  ftudy,  to  preach,  and  to  do  g 
his  inftru&ious  and  example;  rill,  at  Lid,:, 
difabled  him   from  the  more  labourious  part  ai 
functions  j  and  being  no  longer  capable  of  pu  I 
to  remit  the  Hilary  appendant  to  it ;  but  his  ■ 
not  accept  the  reiignation.     His  weaknefs   incfeai 
and  at  la<h  confined  him  to  his  chair, 
was  worn  gradually  away,  without 
fifth  of  November  1748,  in  the  fcventy  fifth  year  . 
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He  left  his  brother,  Mr.  Enoch  Watts,  and  Nathaniel 
Neale,  Efy.  an  eminent  attorney  of  London,  fon  of  t.1  e  Rev. 
Daniel  Neale,  author  of  the  Hijiory  of  Puritans,  and  nephew  of 
Dr.  Lardner,  his  joint-executors.  His  manuscripts,  by  the  di- 
rection of  his  will,  were  committed  to  the  care  of  Dr.  Dod- 
dridge and  Dr.  Jennings :  The  latter  writes  Dr.  Doddridge, 
Jan.  5,  1748-9,  '  I  believe  we  fhall  not  have  near  fo  much 
trouble  in  publifhing  the  Doctor's  manufcripts  as  I  expected.  I 
learn  from  Mr.  Parker  (the  doctor's  amanuenfis)  there  is  little, 
if  any  thing,  more,  remaining  of  that  fort,  than  the  fecondpart 
of  the  Improvement  of  the  Mind.  He  tells  me,  there  are  alfo 
fome  mifcellaneous  things,  in  the  manner  of  his  Reliquiae  Juve- 
niles. If  I  fhould  be  engaged,'  he  adds,  '  in  drawing  up  the 
Doctor's  character,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  for  the  judicious 
hints  you  have  furnifhed  me  with  for  that  purpofe.' 

A  fummary  account  of  the  contents  of  thcfeveral  volumes, 
pointing  out  the  dates  of  the  more  considerable  pieces,  and  in- 
terfperfmg  fuch  remarks  as  may  ferve  to  delineate  his  character 
as  a  writer,  may  enable  the  reader  to  form  a  confident  idea  of 
his  extenfive  genius,  accomplished  learning,  and  truly  amiable 
and  benevolent  temper. 

The  firft  volume  conPains,  <  Forty -four  Sermons  on  varjpus 
Subjects,  divine  and  moral,  with  Hymns  annexed,  fuitedto  each 
Subject.'  *  The  -World  to  come,  or  Difcourfes  on  the  Joy» 
and  Sorrows  of  departed  Souls  at  Death,  and  the  Glory  or  Ter  - 
ror  of  the  Refurrection.'  To  thefe  Difcourfes  is  prefixed,  an 
*  EiTay  towards  a  Proof  of  a  feparate  State  of  the  Soul  between 
Death  and  the  Refurrection,  and  the  Commencement  of  the 
Rewards  of  Virtue  and  Vice  immediately  after  Death.'  <  Nine 
Sermons  upon  fome  of  the  principal  Heads  oi  the  Chriftian 
Religion,'  preached  at  the  Lecture  in  Berry-ftreet. 

The  fecond  volume  contains,  '  Twelve  Evangelical  Dif- 
courfes on  feveral  Subjects,  with  an  Elfay  on  the  Powers  of 
Fiefh  and  Spirit.'  *  Death  and  Heaven  j  in  Two  funeral  Dif- 
courfes, in  Memory  of  Sir  John  Hartopp,  and  his  Lady.' 
'  The  Strength  and  WeakneCs  of  Human  Reafon,  in  Four 
Conferences.'  '  Humility,  reprefented  in  the  Character  of 
St.  Paul  }  with  fome  additional  Obfervations  from  his  MS.' 
«  A  Defence  againft  the  Temptation  to  Self-Murder. '  *  The 
Holiuefs  of  Times,  and  Places,  and  People.'  » A  Caveat 
againft  Infidelity,  or  the  Danger  of  Apoftacy  from  the 
Chriftian  Faith.'     «  The  Harmony  of  all  Religion  which  God 
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ever  revealed.'  '  The  Doctrine  of  the  Paffions  explained  and 
improved.'  *  Difcourfes  on  the  Love  of  God,  and  its  Influence 
on  all  the  Paffions ;  with  a  devout  Meditation  annexed  to  each 
Subject.'  '  An  Efl'ay  towards  the  Encouragement  of  Charity 
Schools.'  *  A  Sermon  for  the  Reformation  of  Manners.'  *  A 
Sermon  on  the  Death  of  George  I.' 

The  third  volume  contains,  «  An  humble  Attempt  towards 
the  Revival  of  practical  Religion.'  *  A  Guide  to  Prayer  j  or  a 
or  a  free  and  rational  Account  of  the  Gift,  Grace,  and  Spirit  of 
Prayer.'  «  A  Difcourfe  on  Catechiims,  with  Catechifms 
adapted  to  the  various  Ages  and  Capacities  of  Children  and 
Youth.'  '  A  fhort  View  of  the  whole  Scripture  Hiftory.' 
«  Prayers  compofed  for  the  Ufe  and  Imitation  of  Chil- 
dren.'' <  Queftions  propofed  for  Students  in  Divinity,  Can- 
didates for  the  Miniftry,  and  young  Chriflians.'  «  Ortho- 
doxy and  Charity  Unity,  in  feveral  reconciling  Eflays  on  the 
Law  and  Gofpel,  Faith  and  Works.'  *  Self-love  and  Virtue 
reconciled  only  by  Religion.'  '  An  Eflay,  to  prove  that  the 
only  effectual  Obligation  of  Mankind  to  practife  Virtue,  depends 
on  the  Existence  and  Will  of  God,  with  an  occafional  Proof  of 
of  the  Neceility  of  a  Revelation.'  'The  Redeemer  and  the 
Sanctifier  ;  or  the  Sacrifice  of  Chrift,  and  the  Operation  of  the 
Spirit,  vindicated.' 

The  fourth  volume  contains  chiefly  poetical  compofitions, 
'  The  Plalms  of  David,  imitated  in  the  Language  of  the 
New  Teftament.'  *  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  in  Three 
Books.'  '  A  fhort  Eflay  towards  the  Improvement  of  Pfal- 
mody.'  '  Divine  Songs  and  Hymns,  attempted  in  eafy  Lan- 
guage, for  the  Ufe  of  Children.'  *  Horse  Lyricae,'  poems, 
chiefly  of  the  lyric  kind,  in  three  books ;  reprinted  in  the  Col- 
lection, of  the  Englilh  Poets,  and  inferred  in  our  edition  of 
Selecl  Poets  :  The  Preface  contains  an  interefting  account  or 
his  poetical  ftudies,  and  an  animated  defence  of  facred  poetry. 
*Reliquas  Juveniles,  Thoughts  in  Pr^fe  and  Verfe,  on  Na- 
tural, Moral,  and  Divine  Subjects.'  *  Remnants  of  Time  em- 
ployed in  Profe  and  Verfe,  printed  from  his  MS.  *  The  Art 
of  Reading   and  Writing   Englifh.' 

The  fifth  volume  comprifes  his  philofophical  writings. 
'  Logic,  or  the  Right  Ufe  of  Reafon  in  the  Enquiry  after 
Truth.'  '  The  Improvement  of  the  Mind  j  or  a  Supplement  to 
the  Art  of  Logic,'  in  two  parts,  thefecond  printed  from  his  MS. 
'  The  Knowledge  of  the  Heavens  and  Earth  made  Eafy,  or  the 
Firlt  Principles  of  Aftronomy  and  Geography  explained  by  the 
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Ufe  of  Globes,  and  Maps.'  «  Philofophical  EiTays  on  various 
Subjects,  Aii-,  Space,  Subftancc,  Body,  Spirit,  Innate  Ideas, 
with  Remarks  on  Mr.  Locke's  Efiay  on  the  Human  Under- 
ftanding.'  '  A  brief"  Scheme  of  Ontology,  or  the  Science  of 
Being  in  general,'  annexed  to  the  firft  edition  of  Philofophical 
I  flays. 

The    hxth  volume    contains    his    controverfial    writings. 

«  The  Rational    Foundation   of    a    Christian    Church.'       <  A 

New  Eflay  on  Civil  Power  in  Things  Sacred  j  occafioned  by  the 

Application  to  Parliament  for  the  Explication  or  Repeal  of  the 

Corporation  and    Teft  Adts.'     <  The   Ruin  and  Recovery   of 

id  ;  or  r.1  Attempt  to  vindicate  the  Scriptural  Account  of 

thole  great  Events,  upon  the  plain  Principles  of  Reafon.'     '  An 

.1  the  Freedom  of  Wild  in  God  and  the  Creatures  and  on 

-  Subjects  connected  with  the  fame.'     <  The  Citriftian 

Doctrine  of  the  Trinity,'  &c.     *  Seven  Differtaticns  relating  to 

the  Chriftian  Doctrine  of  the  Trinity,'  &c.  £:c. 

In  an  aii'emblage  of  writings,  both  in  profe  and  vevk,  of  fuch 
uncommon  variety,  the  attentive  and  judicious  will  certainly 
difcern  the  marks  of  eminent  capacity,  andaihduous  application  j 
and  will  be  difpofed  to  make  candid  allowances  forfome  Lnftances 
o:  peculiar  fentiment  and  language,  which  may  not  exactly  cor- 
refpond  with  their  own  tafte  and  judgment.  His  early  inclina- 
tion for  poetry  may  probably  have  aceafioned  fuch  a  florid 
diction,  fuch  a  diftuiive  and  pathetic  flyle,  as  fome  critics  may  be 
difpofed  to  object  to,  as  not  fo  properly  adapted  to  theological 
difcourfes,  whether  popular  or  polemical;  but  when  every  de- 
duction is  made  that  critic-Urn  requires,  very  considerable  inftruc- 
tion  aud  entertainment  will  be  communicated  to  thofe  who 
care.ully  peiiife,  and  thoroughly  digeit,  his  more  elaborate  and 
judicious  eompofitions. 

Dr.  Jennings,  a  divine  of  profound  erudition  and  great  in- 
genuity, fpeaks  of  his  deceafed  friend,  in  the  following  terms  : 

'  The  natural  ftrength  of  his  genius,  when  cultivated  and 
improved  by  a  very  eonhderable  acquaintance  with  the  moft 
confidence  writers,  both  ancient  and  modern,  had  enriched 
his  mind  with  a  large  and  uncommon  ftore  of  juft  fenti- 
ments,  and  ufeful  knowledge;  for  his  foul  was  too  noble  and  en- 
larged  to  be  confined  within  narrow  limits:  He  could  not  be 
content  to  leave  any  path  of  learning  untrod,  nor  to  reft  in  a 
total  ignorance  of  any  fcience,  the  knowledge  of  which  might 
be  for  his  own  improvement,  or  might  any  ways  tend  to  enlarge 
his  capacity  of  bein£  ufeful  to  others ;  though  that  which  gave 
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the  moft  remarkable  pre-eminence,  was    the  extent  and 

ty  or"  his  imagination.     Ytt  how  few  have  excelled,   or 

,  him  in  quicknefs  ot"  apprehenfion,  or  folidity  of 

>ul  having  alio  a  faithful  memory  to  retain  what 

:  firom  the  labours  of  others,  he  was  able  to  pay  it 

mm  n  tiv.niry  of  learning,  with  a  large  in- 

i  question  whether  any  author,  before  him,  ever  ap- 

.  with  reputation?  on  fuch  a  variety  offubjecls  as  :.c 

\)\A-  writer  and  a  poet     However,  this  I 

nay  vest  ire  6a  ky,  I  m  living,  of  whofe  works 

road,  that  arc 
■  i  into  fuch  variety  oflanguages, 

manyo  •  main  more  durable  monu- 

itii  n  I  can  make  of 
raven  on  pillars  of  brafs.   Thus 
thine  as  an  ingenious  man  and  a  fcholar. 

hi- to  obferve  him  in  a  more  exalted  point 

a,   for   our  inftrudion  and  imitation  :    I  mean,   as  a 

Lin,  ia  whit'  of  all  j  and 

or  virtue  was  moft  eonfpicuous 

iftic  of  him. 

I  piety  was  the  fettled  babit  and  con- 
it  of  bis  mind  ;  and  though  he  lov^l  and  enjoyed 
retirement,  j  i  »ntraft  any  thing  of 

rity  :  the  Satisfaction  and 
ttation,  rendered  him  the* 
cheerful  in  his  converfe  with  men,  and  feemedta 
very  countenance. 
'  His  humility  was  like  a  deep  CmIq,  if  I  may  fo  exprefs  it, 
irl  id  i.i  ide  them  (bine 

v.ltii  a  brighter  Uiitre  j  and  as  hi;  grace  had  a  powerful  influ«  nee 
•,:ii)daiid  temper,  fo  it  had  no  little  efl'ecl  in  forming  his 
own  fentiments,  and  directed  hi:  carriage  and  behaviour  tc'.ar;:$ 
,   from  hence   flowed  that  condefceniion  and  genr; 

id  not  but  endear  him  to 

ail  who  .had  *  of  converting  with  him,  and  which 

!  him  truly  venerable,  in  a  much  higher  degree  than  all 

he  could  receive  from  all  the  world.'' 

It  was  thought  by  many,  that,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life, 

Dr.  Watts  changed  his  opinion  concerning  the  much  difputed 

Trinity.     In  his  epiftolary  correspondence  with 

ad  friend,  not  published  till  fo  late  as  the  year  i"03,  he 

b 
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confelTes  that  •  he  wished  fome  things  were  corrected  which  relate 
to  the  Trinitarian  doxologies  in  his  books  of  Hymns }'  from  whjda 
it  is  obvious  to  remark,  that  he  entertained  lbme  doubts  on  this 
head ;  but  how  far  he  changed  his  fentiments  refpecting  the 
doctrine  before  his  death,  cannot  be  fully  ascertained,  nor  is  it 
of  much  importance  to  enquire,  fince  it  was  univerfall] 
lowed  that  he  was,  in  every  initanee,  a  raoft  venerable  ai 
emplary  character  both  as  a  man  and  a  Chriftian. 

The  intellectual  and  moral  accomplishments  of  our  Author 
were  in  the  higheft  degree  refpectabie.  The  natural  Strength  of 
his  genius,  which  he  cultivated  and  improved  by  a  very  consider- 
able acquaintance  with  the  mod  eminent  writers,  both  and 
modern,  enriched  his  mind  with  an  uncommon  ftore  of  juft 
Sentiments  and  uieful. knowledge  of  various  kinds.  The  c::tcvx 
and  fublimity  of  his  imagination,  a  quicknefs  of  apprcht 
and  a  folidity  of  judgment,  together  with  a  faithful  memory, 
gave  him  a  remarkable  pre-eminence. 

As  a  Chriftian,  he  was  eminent  for  pure  undiffemblcd 
piety,  humility,  candour,  and  charity.  He  maintained  a  free 
and  friendly  correfpondence  with  Chriftians  of  different 
and  denominations.  He  engaged  in  controversy,  v.  ith  a  pacific 
view,  to  heal  and  reconcile  disputes  among  Chriftians,  i 
than  to  make  profelytes  to  any  party  j  and  wrote  with  (ucfa  a 
fpirit  of  meeknefs  and  candour,  as  is  truly  instructive  and  exern- 
plary.     The  goodnefs  of  his  heart  was  difpl  ral  and 

beneficent  actions  5  and  during  the  laft  thirty  year:-  of  his  life,  he 
constantly  devoted  a  fifth  part  of  his  income,  which  did  not  ex- 
ceed a  hundred  a  year,  to  charitable  ufes.     His  patience 
Agnation  to  the  will  of  God  in  feafons  of  affliction,  were  emi- 
nently approved. 

The  poetical  compofitions  of  Watts,  are  characterised  by  an 
happy  freedom  of  verification,  of  fpirit,  and  of  piety  j  and  It 
may  be  faid  in  his  own  words,  that  in  his  Odes 

*■  A  tboufatid  loofc  pindaric  plumes  fly  Scattering  down  the  wind.' 

It  may  not  beamifs  to  remark,  that  Watts  was  introduced  in 
the  firft  edition  of  the  Dunciad,  on  account  of  his  Pfalms,  which 
are  defervedly  in  great  estimation:  but  obferving  to  a  friend, 
that  Pope  profeffedto  fatyrize  none  but  thofewho  attacked  him, 
which  he  never  had  j  and  this  being  represented  to  Uie  Satiric, 
in  the  next  edition  his  name  was  omitted. 
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Such  a  divi 

favourite  with  Dr.'Johnfon,   the  1« 

i;  and  it  is  but  doing  bim  juftice  to 
,  thai  though  be  is  not  remarkable  tor  paying  com- 
•  Di  I  Venters,  he  has  deli:  :  with 

ur.     If  he  has  occafionaUy  introduced  fome 
.  in  his  remarks  on  his  poetry,  we  prefume  thofe  who 
the  character  of  Dr.  Watts,  will  be  difpofed  to  par- 
im,  in  coniideration  of  die  unqualified  ,;o\ved 

piety  and  innocence,  his  fidelity  and  d.ligence,  his  gen- 
and  modefty,  his  charity  and  m 
'He  was  one  of  the  firft  authors,'  lays  Dr.  Johnfon,  *  that 
■  he  Did'enters  to  court  attentively  the  graces  of  Ian 
or  they  had  among  them  before,  whether  of  learning 
,  was  commonly   obfeured  and  blunted  by  coarfe- 
ind  inelegance  of  ityle.     He  fhewed  them  that  zeal  and 
might  be  expreffed  and  polifhed  diction. 

'  He  continued  to  the  end  of  his  life  the  teacher  of  a  con- 
it,  and  no  reader  of  his  works  can  doubt  his  fidelity  or 
.  though  his  low  Mature,  which   very 
!   five  feet,  graced  him  with  no  advantages  of  ap- 
|  ropriety  of  his  utterance,  made 
■    me, itioned  the  reputation 
lined   by  his  proper  delivery,   to   my 
Dr.  Hawkefworth,  who  told  me,  that  in  the  art  of  pro- 
iior  to  Dr.  Watts. 
♦Such  was  his  flow  of  thought,  ami  fach  his  promptitude 
i  age,  that  in  die  latter  part  of  his  life  he  (lid  not  pre- 
;   fermons  j  but  having  adjufted  the  heads,  and 
t  tome  particulars,  trufted  for  fuccefs  to  his  extempo- 

1  He  did  not  endeavour  to  afiift  his  eloquence  by  any  gefticu- 

■  corporeal  actions  have  any  correspondence 

■with  theological  truth,  he  did  not  fee  how  th  ifbrceit. 

At  the  conclufion  of  weighty  fentences  he  gave  time,  by  a  fhort 

paufe,  I  i-  impreffion. 

♦  To  ftated  and  public  mftruction,  he  added  familiar  vifits  and 
perfonal  application,  and  was  careful  to  improve  the  opportuni- 

i  ich  converfation  afforded  for  diffufmg  and  increasing  the 
.religion. 

•  Bv  hu  natural  temper  he  was  quick  cf  refentment  ;  but  by 

bz 
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his  eftablithed  and  habitual  practice,  he  was  gentle,  modefr,  and 
inofienfive.  His  tendernefs  appeared  in  his  attention  to< 
and  to  the  poor.  Tu  the  latter  he  was  munificent  in  an  extraor- 
dinary d  id  to  the  former,  he  condescended  to  la 
thefcholar,  the  pbilofopher,  and  the  wit,  to  write  Little  poems 
of  devotion,  and  fyftems  or"  mftruction  adapted  to  their  wants 
and  capacities,  from  the  dawn  ofreafon,  through  its  gradations 
of  advance  in  the  morning  of  life.  £,  ery  man  acquainted  with 
the  common  principles  of  human  actions,  will  look  with  vene- 
ration on  the  writer  who  is  at  one  time  combating  Locke,  and 
at  another,  making  a  cateehifm  for  children  in  their  fourth  year. 
A  voluntary  defcent  from  the  dignity  of  faience  is,  perhaps,  the 
hardell leiTon  humility  can  teach. 

*  As  his  mind  was  capacious,  his  curiofity  excurfive,  and 
his  induftry  indefatigable,  his  writings  are  very  numerous  and 
his  fubje&s  various.  With  his  theological  works,  I  am  only 
enough  acquainted  to  admire  the  meeknefs  of  his  oppofition, 
mil  luefc  of  his  cenfures.  It  was  not  only  in  his  books, 
but  In  his  mind,  that  orthodoxy  was  united  with  charity. 

'  Of  his  philofophlcal  pieces,  his  logic  has  been  received 
into  the  Univerfities,  and  therefore  wants  no  private  recom- 
mendation, if  he  owes  part  of  it  t)  Le  Clerc,  kmuft  be  con- 
sidered that  no  man  who  undertakes  merely  to  methodize  or  il- 
luftrate  a  fyftem,  pretends  to  be  its  author. 

1  In  his  metaphyseal  diiquifitions,  it  was  ofcferved  by  a 
learned  contemporary,  that  he  confounded  the  idea  ofjpacewkh 

,  and  did   not  confider  that  (pace  mi 
without  matter,  yet  matter,  being  extended,  could  not  be  without 
fpace. 

'  Few  bo  )ks  have  been  perufed  by  me  with  greater  plcafure, 
than  his  tmfrravem  nt  of  the  Mind,  of  which  the  radical  prin- 
ciples may  indeed  be  found  in  Locke's  ConduB  oftbeUrnkt 

-t  they  are  i'o  expanded  and  ramified  by  Watts,  as  to 
confer  upon  him  the  merit  of  a  work  in  the  higheft  degr 
fuland  pleauug.     Whoever  has  the  care  of  iuftru&ing  others, 
jed  with  deficiency  in  his  duty,  if  this  book  be  not 
recommended. 

'  1  have  mentioned  his  Treatifes  on  Theology  as  diftinct 
from  his  other  productions  j  but  the  truth  is,  that  whatever  ho 
t ; ,';  in  hand  was,  by  his  incefTant  folicitud?,  for  the  happinefs 
of  mankind  in  a  future  it.it:,  c  inverted  t>  theology.  As  piety 
predominated    m     his   mind,  it  is  diftufed   over  his   works. 
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Under  his  direction  it  may  be  truly  faid,    72 

■■■>■.    Phil  liliphy  is  fubfervient  to  evangelical  in  ftrutt  ion  ; 

k  is  difficult  to  read  a  page  without  learning,  or  ;:t  leaft  wilhing, 

intention  is  caught  by  indirect  inftnicTion, 

that  (at  down  only  to  reafon,is  on  a  fudden  compelled  to 

*  Few  men  have  left  behind  fuch  purity  of-  character,  or 
fuch  monuments  of"  laborious  piety.  He  has  provided  inftruc- 
tion    for  all  ajes,  from  tl  g  their  firfl  lefTbns, 

.    Malbrauche  and   Locke.     He  has 
ther  corporeal  nor  fpiritual  nature  unexamined  ;  he  has 
,  and  the  fci  liars. 

*  His  character,  therefore,  mult  be  formed  from  the  multi- 

md  diverfity  or"  his  attainments,  rather  than  from  any 

nance;  for  it  would  not  be  fa  for  him 

heft  rank  in  any  fngle  denomination  ot  literary  dignity  i 

hing  in  which  he  would  not  have  ex- 

:  >t divided  his  powers  to  different  pursuits. 

'  Aj  a  poet,   had   he  been  only  a  poet,  he  would  probably 

mong   the  authors  with  whom    he   is  now 

i  :nt  was  exact,  and  he  noted  beauties  and 

, anient.  Hisimagin  Daciatt 

l   vigorous  and  a; 

;h  his  imagination  was  to  be  fupplicd.    His 
tuned,  and  his  diction  was  elegant  and  copious. 
But  his  devotional  poetry  i  t  of  others,  unfatdsfactory. 

The  p.:  s  perpetual  repetition  j  and  the 

ofthe  matt  .     i  ornaments  of  figurative  diction. 

It  is  fufficient  for  Watts  to  have  done  better  than  others,  what 
DO  man  has  done  well. 

*  Hi  i    other  fiibjects  feldom    rife  higher  than 

•;led  from  the  amuieanents  of  a  man  of  lectors,  and 
ss  of  value,  as  they  are  more  of  lefs  laboured, 
on  was  more  or  his  favourable  to  invention. 

*  He  writes  too  ofen  without  .  and  too  often 

..  verfe.     1  h  ■  rhymes  are   n<  I  fS<  ieotiy  cor- 

ent.     His   lines  are  common!,  id    eafy,  and 

ightS  always  religioufly  pure;   but  who  is  there,  that  to 

I  >  nauch  piety  and  innocence  does  not  wifli  for  a  greater  mea- 

fure   i  I  and   vigour?  He   is,  however,  one  of  the 

youth    and   ignorance  may  k 

l>3 
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pleafe  1 ;  aad  happy  will  be  that  reader  whole  mind  is  difpoied, 
by  his  verfes  or  his  profe,  to  imitate  nim  in  all  but  his  non- 
conformity  j  to  copy  his  benevolence  to  man,  and  his  reverence 
to  God.' 


In  this  Edition  of  the  Poems  of  Dr.  Watts,  we  have  omitted 
his  Pfalms  and  Hymns,  as  they  arc  peculiarly  adapted  to  de- 
votional exercifes,  have  long  been  publifhed,  detached  from 
his  productions  on  miscellaneous  fubjects,  and  may  be  eaiily 
procured  by  thofe  to  whom  they  are  objects  of  preference  ;  fo  that 
their  infeftion  in  this  Edition  would  only  fwell  it  to  an  1 
that  would  confiderably  enhance  the  price,  without  accompliih- 
ing  an  adequate  purpofe. 

By  the  lovers  of  variety  and  elegance  in  compofition,  it  is 
prefumed,  the  omifiion  will  be  readily  difpenfed  with  j  as  the 
fubjects  being  reftricted,  cannot  aftbrd  Sufficient  fccpe  foi 
difplay  of  the  powers  of  invention,  or  the  force  and  copioufnefs 
of  diction.  To  thefe  obfervations  may  be  added,  the  opinion 
of  Dr.  Johnfon,  who,  amidft  the  highe.t  encomiums  on  the 
character  of  Dr.  Watts,  as  a  divine  and  a  poet,  mentions  his 
Pfalmody  in  the  following  terms,  as  infertedin  his  life  : 

*  But  his  devotional  poetry  is,  like  that  of  others,  unfatif- 
factory.  The  paucity  of  its  topics  enforces  perpetual  repetition  ; 
and  the  Sanctity  of  the  matter  rejects  the  ornaments  of  figurative 
diction.' 
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ON  READING  MR.  WATTS 'S  POEMS, 

SACRED   TO  PIETY  AND  DEVOTION, 

IVEGARD  the  man  who  in  feraphic  Jivs, 
And  flowing  numbers,  fm>:  his  Mai  er's  praife  : 
ds  invoke  no  fabled  mule's  art, 

f  fang  comes  genuine  from  his  ' 
from  chat  pure  heart,  which  G 
With  holy  raptures,  and  a  facred  fire. 
Thvice  happy  inm]  whofe  foul  and  gui] 
Are  w  .  *o  lodge  th'Almighty  gu 

e  that  lends  thy  towering  thou$ 

.   lyre,  when  thou  attenipt'ft  to  fing  : 
thy  foul  lets  in  celeftial  d    . 

imprifon'd  in 
'.'s  grim  afpecl:  thou  art  not  alarm'd, 
thy  fake,  has  death  itfeif  dt&ri  I 
[]  the  grave  i  *er  thee  a  victory  b 
!  oft, 

EvSEftZA. 
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*TO    MR.   WATTS, 

ON  HIS  POEMS. 

1  O  murmuring  ftreams,  in  tender  ftrains, 

My'penfive  mufeno  more 
Of  love's  enchanting  force  complains, 

Along  the  flowery  more. 

No  more  Mirtillo's  fatal  face 

My  quiet  bread:  alarms, 
His  eyes ,  his  air,  and  youthful  grace, 

Have  loft  their  ufual  charms. 

No  gay  Alexis  in  the  grove 

Shall  be  my  future  theme  : 
I  burn  with  an  immortal  love, 

And  ling  a  purer  flame. 

Seraphic  heights  I  feem  to  gain, 

And  facred  tranfports  feel, 
While,  Watts,  to  thy  celeftial  ftrain, 

Surprised,  I  liften  ftill. 

The  gliding  ftreams  their  courfe  forbear, 

When  I  thy  lays  repeat; 
The  bending  foreft  lends  an  ear ; 

The  birds  their  notes  forget. 
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With  fuch  a  graceful  harmony, 

Thy  numbers  Mill  prolong  $ 
And  let  remoteft  lands  reply, 

And  echo  to  thy  I 

Far  as  the  djfhnt  regions  where 

The  beauteous  morning  fprings, 
And  fcatters  odours  through  the  air, 

From  her  refplendent  wings  ; 

Unto  the  new-found  realms,  which  fee 

The  latter  fun  ..rife, 
When  with  a  eafy  progrefs,  he 

Rolls  down  the  nether  ikies. 

Philomtla*. 

TO  MR.  WATTS, 

ON   READING  HIS  HORJE    LYRIC*, 

•  lTAIL,  heaven-bom  mufe  !  that  with  celeftial  name, 
And  high  feraphic  numbers,  durft  attempt 
To  gain  thy  native  ikies.     No  common  theme 
Merits  thy  thought,  fclf-confcious  of  afoul 
Superior,  though  en  earth  detain'd  a  while  j 
Like  fome  prypitious  angel,  that's  defign'd 
A  refident  in  this  inferior  orb 
To  g  fouls  to  heavenly  blif?, 

Thou  feem'ft  ;  while  thou  their  everlafting 
Halt  fang  to  mortal  ears,  and  down  to  earth 

*  A  name  aflumed  by  nr,   . 


XXH  RECOMMENDATORY  VERSES. 

Transfer^  d  the  work  of  heaven  j  with  thought  fublimc, 

And  high  fonorous  words,  thou  fweetly  fing'ft 

To  thy  immortal  lyre.     Amaz'd,  we  view 

The  towering  height,  ftupendous,  while  thou  foar'ft 

Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  eyes  or  thought, 

Hymning  th'  Eternal  Father  j  as  of  old, 

When  firit  th1  Almighty  from  the  dark  abyfs 

Of  everlafting  night  and  filence,  call'd 

The  mining  worlds,  with  one  creating  word, 

And  rais'd  from  nothing  all  the  heavenly  hofts, 

And  with  external  glories  fill'd  the  void  ; 

Harmonious  feraphs  tun'd  their  golden  harps, 

And  with  their  cheerful  hallelujahs  blefs'd 

The  bounteous  Author  of  their  happinefs : . 

Erorn  orb  to  orb  th'  alternate  mufic  rang, 

And  from  the  cryftal  arches  of  the  fky 

Reach'd  our  then  glorious  world,  the  native  feat 

Of  the  firft  happy  pair,  whojoiird  their  fongs 

To  the  loud  echos  of  th'  angelic  choirs, 

And  fill'd  with  blifsful  hymns  terrefcrial  heaven, 

The  paradife  of  God,  where  all  delights 

Abounded,  and  the  pure  ambrofial  air, 

Fann'd  by  mild  zephyrs,  breath'd  eternal  fweets* 

Forbidding  death  and  forrow,  and  beftowM 

Frefh  heavenly  bloom,  and  gay  immortal  youth. 

Not  fo,  alas  !  the  vile  apoftate  race, 
Who,  in  mad  joys,  their  brutal  hours  employ'd, 
Afiaulting,  with  their  impious  blafphemies, 
The  Power  fupreme  that  gave  them  lhe  and  breath  j 
Incarnate  fiends !  outrageous,  they  defy'd 
Ik'  Eternal's  thunder,  and  almighty  wrath 
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Fearkfs  provok'd,  which  all  the  other  devils 
Would  dread  to  meet ;  remembering  well  the  day 
When  driven  from  pure  immortal  feats  above, 
A  fiery  tempeft  hurl'd  them  down  the  flues, 
And  hung  upon  their  rear,  urging  their  fall 
To  the  dark,  deep,  unfathomable  gulf, 
Where,  bound  on  fulphurous  lakes,  to  glowing  rocks 
With  adamantine  chains,  they  wail  their  woes, 
And  know  Jehovah  great  as  well  as  good; 
And,  fiVd  for  ever  by  eternal  fate, 
With  horror,  find  his  arm  omnipotent. 

Prodigious  madnels !   that  the  (acred  mufe, 
Firft  taught  in  heaven  to  mount  immortal  h< 
And  trace  the  boundlcfs  glories  of"  the  fky, 
Should  now  to  every  idol  bafely  bow, 
And  eurfe  the  Deity  fhe  once  adcr'd  : 
Erecting  trophies  to  each  fordid  vice, 
And  celebrating  the  infernal  praife 
Of  haughty  Lucifer,  the  defperate  foe 
Or"  God  and  man  3  and  winning,  every  hour, 
New  votaries  to  hell,   while  all  the  fiends 
Hear  thefe  accurfed  lays,  and,  thus  outdone, 
,  they  try  to  match  the  human  race, 
Redoubling  all  their  hclliih  blafphemies, 
And  with  budcurfes  rend  the  gloomy  vault. 

Ungrateful  mortals !  ah  !  too  late  you'll  find 
What  'tis  to  banter  hcav'n,  and  laugh  at  hell  j 
To  drefs  up  vice  in  falfe  dehifive  charms, 
And  with  gay  colours  paint  her  hideous  face, 
Leac'ing  befotted  fouls  through  flowery  paths, 
In  gaudy  dr^nis,  and  vain  fantalticjoys5 
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To  diimal  fcenes  of  everlafting  woe  ; 

When  the  great  Judge  (hall  rear  his  awful  throne, 

And  raging  flames  furround  the  trembling  globe, 

While  the  loud  thunders  roar  from  pole  to  pole, 

And  the  laft  trump  awakes  the  Aeeping  dead  ; 

And  guilty  fouls,  to  ghaftly  bodies  driven, 

Within  thofe  dire  eternal  prifeas  mut, 

Expect  their  lad  inexorable  doom. 

Say  now,  ye  men  of  wit !  what  turn  of  thought 

Will  pleafe  you  then  !   Alas,   how  dull  and  poor, 

E'en  to  ypuifelves,  will  your  lewd  flights  appear  i 

How  will  you  envy  then  the  h 

Of  idiots  i  and  perhaps  in  vain  you'll  y,-;{h, 

You'd  been  as  very  fools  as  once  you  thouj 

Others,  for  the  fublimeft  wifdom  fcorn'd  ; 

When  pointed  lightnings  from  the  wrathful  Judge 

Shall  fingeyour  blighted  laurels,  and  the  men 

Who  thought  they  fiewfo  high,  fnall  fail  ib  low. 

No  more,  my  mufe,  of  that  tremendous  thought ; 
Refume  thy  more  delightful  theme,  and  fing 
Th*  immortal  man,  that  with  immortal  vcrk 
Rivals  the  hymns  of  angels,  and,  like  them, 
Defpifes  mortal  critics'  idle  rules : 
While  the  celeftial  flame  that  warms  thy  foul 
Ii'.fnircs  us,  and  with  holy  tranfports  moves 
Our  labouring  roiads,  a, id  nobler  fcenes  prefents 
Than  all  the  Pagan  poets  ever  fun :, 
Homer  or  Virgil  ;  and  far  fwceter  notes 
Than  Horace  ever  taught  the  founding  lyre  } 
And  purer  far,  though  Martial's  felf  might  feem 
A  modeil  poet  in  our  Chriftian  days. 
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May  thofe  forgotten  and  negle&ed  lie, 
No  more  let  men  be  fond  of  fabulous  gods, 
Nor  Heathen  wit  debauch  one  Chrhiian  line, 
While  with  the  coarie  and  dawning  paint  we  hid? 
The  ihining  beauties  of  eternal  truth, 
That  in  her  native  drefi  appears  moft  bright, 
And  charms  the  eyes  of  angels. — Oh  !  like  thee, 
Let  every  nobler  genius  tune  his  voice 
To  fubjects  worthy  of  their  towering  thoughts 
Let  Heaven  and  Anna  then  your  tuneful  art 
Improve,  and  coniecrare  your  deathlek  lays 
To  him  who  reigns  above,  and  her  who  rules  below. 

Joseph  Standee. 

TO    MR.    WATTS, 

ON   HIS    DIVINE   POEMS. 

uAY,  human  feraph,  whence  that  charming  force, 
That  flame  '   that  foul !   which  animates  each  line  ; 
And  how  it  runs  with  inch  a  graceful  eafe, 
Loaded  with  ponderous  fenfe  ?  Say,  did  not  fie, 
The  lovely  Jefus,  who  commands  thy  bread, 
Inipire  thee  with  hhmelf?  With  Jefus  dwells, 
Knit  in  myllerious  bands,   the  Paraclete, 
The  breath  of  God,  the  e\  t-rla fling  fource 
Of  love  j  and  what  is  love  in  fouls  like  thine, 
But  air  and  incenfe  to  the  poet's  fire  ? 
Should  an  expiring  faint,  whole  fwimming  eyes 
Mingle  the  images  of  things  about:  him, 
Eut  hear  the  tesEt  exalted  of  thy  ftrains, 
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How  greedily  he'd  drink  the  murk  in, 
Thinking  his  heavenly  convoy  waited  near ! 
So  great  a  ftrefs  of  powerful  harmony, 
Nature,  unable  to  fuftain, 
Would  fink,  opprefs'd  with  joy,  to  endlds  reft. 

Let  none  henceforth  of  Providence  complain. 
As  if  the  world  of  fpirits  lay  unknown, 
Fenc'd  round  with  black  impenetrable  night : 
What  though  no  mining  angel  darts  from  thence, 
With  leave  to  publifh  things  conceaPd  from  fenfe, 
In  language  bright  as  their's,  we  here  arc  told, 
When  life  its  narrow  round  of  years  hath  roll'd, 
What  'tis  employs  the  blefs'd,  what  makes  their  blifs  : 
Songs  fuch  as  Watts'  are,  and  love  like  his. 

But  then,  dear  Sir,  be  caution:  how  you  ufe, 
To  tranfports  (o  tntenfely  rais'd,  your  mufe  j 
Left,  whilft  th'  ecftatic  impulfe  you  obey, 
The  foul  leap  out,  and  drop  the  duller  day. 

TO  DR.  WATTS, 

ON    THE  FIFTH   EDITION  OF   HI£  HORJE.    LYRICS. 

OOVEREIGN  of  (acred  verfe  !  accept  the  lays 
Of  a  young  bard  that  dares  attempt  thy  praife. 
A  mufe,  the  meaneft  of  the  vocal  throng, 
New  to  the  bays,  nor  equal  to  the  fong, 
Fir'd  with  the  growing  glories  of  thy  fame, 
Joins  all  her  powers  to  celebrate  thy  name. 
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Na  vulgar  themes  thy  pious  mufe  engage, 
No  fcenes  of  lull  pollute  thy  fucred  page  : 
You  in  majeftic  numbers  mount  the  fkies, 
And  meet  defending  angels  as  you  rife, 
Whofe  juft  applaufes  charm  the  crowded  groves, 
And  Addifon  thy  tuneful  fong  approves. 
Soft  harmony  and  manly  vigour  join 
To  form  the  beauties  of  each  fprightly  line, 
For  every  grace  of  every  mufe  is  thine. 
Milton,  immortal  bard,  divinely  bright, 
Conducts  his  favourite  to  the  realms  of  light  j 
Where  Rephatl's  lyre,  charms  the  celeftial  throng, 
D    ighted  cherubs  iiftening  to  the  fong  : 
From  blife  to  blifs  the  happy  beings  rove, 
And  tafte  the  Tweet;  of  mufic  and  of  love. 
But  when  the  fofter  fcenes  of  life  you  paint, 
And  join  the  beauteous  virgin  to  the  faint, 
When  you  defcribe  how  few  the  happy  pairs, 
Whofe  hearts  united  foften  all  their  cares, 
We  fee  to  whom  the  fweeteft  joys  belong, 
And  Myra's  beauties  confecrate  your  fong. 
•  Fain  the  unnumber'd  graces  I  would  tell, 
And  on  the  pleafing  theme  for  ever  dwell  j 
But  the  mufe  faints,  unequal  to  the  flight, 
And  hears  thy  drains  with  wonder  and  delight. 
When  tombs  of  princes  fhall  in  ruins  lie, 
And  all  but  heaven-born  piety  fhall  die, 
When  the  laft  trumpet  wakes  the  filentdead, 
And  each  lafcivious  poet  hides  his  head, 
With  thee  fhall  thy  divine  Urania  rife, 
Crown 'd  with  frefh  laurels,  to  thy  native  fkie;  ; 
c  z 


XXVlii  RECOMMENDATORY  VERSES. 

Great  How  and  Gouge  fliafl  hail  thee  on  thy  way, 
And  welcome  the?  to  the  bright  realms  of  day, 
Adapt  thy  tuneful  notes  to  heavenly  firings, 
And  join  the  Lyric  Ode  while  fame  fair  feraph  fings. 
Sic  fpfrat,  fie  optat 

Tui  amantiflimus 

Britannic  v; 
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JT  ha:  been  a  long  complaint  of  the  virtuous  anoS  refined 
,  that  poefy,  whofe  original  is  divine,  fhould  be  enflaved 
to  vice  and  profanenefs ;  that  an  art,  infpired  from  heaven, 
mould  have  lb  far  loft  the  memory  of  its  birth-place,  as  to  be 
engaged  in  the  interefts  of  hell.  How  unhappily  is  it  per- 
verted from  its  moft  glorious  defign  !  How  bafely  has  it  been 
driven  away  from  its  proper  ftation  in  die  temple  of  God,  and 
abufed  to  much  dishonour !  The  iniquity  of  men  has  con- 
strained it  to  ferve  their  vileft  purpofes,  while  the  fons  of  piety 
mourn  the  Gicrilege  and  the  liiame. 

The  eldeft  fong,  which  hiftory  has  brought  down  to  our 
ears,  was  a  noble  aft  of  worlhip  paid  to  the  God  of  Ifrael, 
when  his  '  right-hand  became  glorious  in  power ;  when  thy 
right-hand,  O  Lord,  dafhed  in  pieces  the  enemy  :  the  chariots 
or  Pharaoh  and  his  hofts  were  caft  into  the  Red-Sea.  Thou 
low  with  thy  wind,  the  deep  covered  them,  and  they  lank 
as  lead  in  the  mighty  waters.'  Exod.  xv.  This  art  was  main- 
tained (acred  through  the  following  ages  of  the  church,  and 
employed  by  kings  and  prophets,  by  David,  Solomon,  and  Ifaiah, 
in  defcribing  the  nature  and  the  glories  of  God,  and  in  conveying 
grace  or  vengeance  to  the  hearts  of  men.  By  this  method  they 
brought  fo  much  of  heaven  down  to  this  lower  world,  as  the 
darknefs  of  that  difpenfation  would  admit :  And  now  and  then 
a  divine  and  poetic  rapture  lifted  their  fouls  far  above  the  level 
of  that  economy  of  ihadows,  bore  them  away  far  into  a  brighter 
,  and  gave  them  a  glimpfe  of  evangelic  day.  The  life  of 
angels  was  harmonioufly  breathed  into  the  children  of  Adam, 
and  their  minds  ruled  near  to  heaven  in  melody  and  devotion 
at  once. 

In  the  younger  days  of  heathenifm,  the  Mines  were  devoted 
to  the  lam:1  fervice:  the  language  in  which  old  Henod  addrefles 
them  is  this : 

I-l^Tr/.i  ItitPxjy^tyi  a  c<?'jVj  x.T'.'zicvze.ty 

Pierian  Mufes,  fam'd  for  heavenly  lays, 

God  your  Father's  praife, 
^3 
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And  he  purines  the  fubjedtiu  ten  pious  line-,  which  I  could  not 
nfciibe,  if  the  aipecl:  and  found  of  fo  much  Greek 
were  not  terrifying  to  a  nice  reader. 

But  io:r\c  of  the  latter  pacts  of  the  Pagan  world  have  de- 
ik  divine  giitj  and  many  of  the  writers  of  the  firft  rank; 
in  this  our  age  of  national  Christians,  have,  to  their  eternal 
fhame,  furpafled  the     ■  Left  oi  the  Gentiles.     They  have  not 
only  difr  all  the  ornaments  of  verfe,  but  have 

employed  their  pens  mifchief,  to  deform  her  native 

beauty  and  defile  her  honours.  They  have  expofed  her  moil 
facred  character  to  drollery,  and  dreded  her  up  in  a  moft  vile 
and  ridiculous  difguife,  for  tne  fcorn  of  the  ruder  hen!  of  man- 
kind. The  vices  have  been  painted  like  fo  many  goddeffeS| 
the  charms  of  wit    have  b  to   debauchery,  and  the 

temptation  heightened  where  nature  needs  the  ftrongeft  re- 
ftraints.  With  fweetnefc  of  found,  and  delicacy  of  expreffion-, 
they  have  given  a  reliih  to  blafphemies  of  the  harflieft  kind  j 
and  when  they  rant  at  their  Maker  in  fonorous  numbers,  they 
fancy  thcmfelves  to  have  adieu  the  hero  well. 

Thus  almoft  in  vain  have  the  throne  and  the  pulpit  cried 
ationj  while  the  ftage  and  licentious  poems  have  waged 
open  war  with  the  pious  defign  of  church  and  ftate.     The 
prefs  ha;  fpread  the  poifon  far,  and  fcattered  wide  the  mortal 
infection  :    Unthinking  youth  have  been  enticed  to  fin,   be- 
yond   the   yicious  propenfities   of  nature,  plunged  early  into 
difeafes  and  (hath,  and  fink  down  to  damnation  in  multitudes. 
Was  it  for  this  tbatpoefy  was  endued  with  all  thofe  allurements 
id  the  mind  away  in  pleafing  captivity  ?     Wasit  £br  this, 
vith  fo  many  intellectual  charms,    that  me 
might  feduce    the  heart  from  God,  the   original  beauty,    and 
the  molt  lovely  of  beings  ?  Can  1  ever  be  perfuaded,  that  thofe 
fwcet  and  refiftleis  forces  of  metaphor,  wit,  found,  and  num- 
ber,    were  given    with   this  defign,   that  they    mould  be  all 
ranged  under  the  banner  of  the  great  malicious  fpirit,  to  .invade 
:.,  and  to  bring  fwift  and  everlafting  deftruc- 
tion  upon  men?  How  will  thefe  allies  of  the  nether  world, 
•  1  and  profane  verifiers,  (land  aghail  before  the  great 
Judge,  when  the  blood  of  many  fouls,  whom  they  never  law, 
mall  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  their  writings,  and  be  dreadfully 
tat  their  hands?  The  Reverend  Mr.   Collier  has  ftt 
this  awful  fcene  before  them,  in  juit  and  darning  colours.     If 
the  apphcatLa  were  not  too  rude  and  uncivil,  that  noble  iiarua 
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cfsny  Lord  Rofcommon,  on  Pialm  cxlvlli.  might  be  addreflfed 

i  a  : 

Ye  dragons,  whefe  corn? gious  breath 
treats  of  death; 

ato  heavenly  Tongs, 
And  pi  .  Jeer  with  your  forked  tongues. 

This  profanation  ment  of  fo  divine  an  art,  fm 

tempted  fome  weaker  Chriftians  to  imagine  that  poetry  and  vice 
are  naturally  akin  5  or,  at  leaft,  that  verfe  is  fit  only  to  recom- 
mend trifles,  and  entertain  our  loofer  hours  5  but  it  is  too  light 
and  trivial  a  method  to  treat  any  thing  that  is  ferious  and  fa- 
cred.  They  fubmit,  indeed,  to  ufe  it  in  divine  pfklmody  ;  but 
they  love  the  drieft  tranflarion  of  the  pfalm  beft.  They  will 
venture  to  fing  a  dull  hymn  or  two  at  church,  in  tunes  of 
equal  dulnefs ;    but  ft  ill  they  perfuade  themfelves,   and   their 

1,  that  the  beauties  ut  poefy  are  vain  and  dangerous.     All 
that  arifesa  degree  above  Mr.  Sternhold  is  too  airy  for  worfhip, 

capes  the  fentence  of  'unclean  andabomi 
It  is  ftrange  that  perfons  that  have  had  the  Bible  in  their  hands, 
fhould  be  led  away  by  thoughtlefs    prejudices    to    fo    wild  and 

•    opinion.      Let    me    entreat    them    not    to    indulge 
this  four,   this   cenforious    humour   too   far,    left  the    facred 

.ail  under  the  lafh  of  their  unlimited  and  un 
reproaches.     Ler.  me   entreat  chem  to  boh  into   their  Bibles, 
and  remember  che  ftyle  and  way  of  writing  that  is  ufed  by  the 
ancient  prophets.     Have  they  forgot,  or  were  they  never  told, 
that  many  parts  of  the  Old  Teftament  are  Hebrew  verfe  5  and 
the  figures  are  ftronger,   and   the  metaphors  bolder,   and  the 
images     more    furprifmg    and    ftrange    than    ever    I    read    in 
any  profane  writer.     When   Deborah   fings   her  praifes  to  the 
God  of  Ifrael,  while  he  marched  from  the  fi  i  1  of  Edom,  fhe 
fet>  the  *  earth  a-trembling,  the  heavens  drop,  and  the  moun- 
tains diflblve  fr<   n  before  the  Lord.     They  rought  from  heaven, 
the    Mars  in   their  courfes  fought  againft  Sifera:  "When  the 
river  of  Kifhon  fwept  them  a       .     tat  ancient  river,  the  river 
Kiihon.  O  my  foul,  thou  hail  trodden  down  ftrength.'  | 
&c.     When  Eliphaz,  in    the    book   of  Job,  (peaks    hi 
of  the  holineis  of  God,  he  introduces  a  machine  in  a  . 
1  Fear  came  upon  me,  trembling  on  all  mybonesj  the  hair  of 

Lh  flood  up;  a  fpirit  parted  byand  flood  dill,  but  il 
was  undhcernible ;  an   image  before  mine  eyes  j  and  filencej 
1  hen  I  heard  a  voice,  faying,  Shall  mortal  man  be  more  juft 
than  Gca;''  Sec.  job,  iv.  When  he  d^fcribes  the  fafety  of  the 
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righteous,    he  '  hides  him  from  the  fcourge  of  the  tongue,  hi 

makes  him  laugh  at  deftruclion  and  famine,  he  brings  the  (tones 

of  the  field  into  league  with  him,  and  makes  the  brute  animals 

enter  into  acovenant  of  peace.'  Job,  v.  z\.     When  Job  fpeaks 

of  the  grave,   how  melancholy   is   the  gloom  that   he  fpreads 

ever  it !  '  It  is  a  region  to  which  I  muft  fhortly  go,  and  \ 

I  mail  not  leturn  j  it  is  aland  of  darknefs,  it  is  darfcnefs  itfelf, 

id  01  the  fhadow  of  death  j  all  confufion  and  diforder, 
aiid  where  the  light  is  as  darknefs.    This  is  my  houfe,  there  have 

my  bed  :   I  have  faid  to  corruption,  Then  art  my 
and  to  the  worm,  thou  art  my  mother  and  my  filler :   As  for 
my  hope,  who  fhall  fee  it?  I  and  my  hope  go  down   t 
to  the  bars  of  the  pit.'  Job,  x.  21,  and  xvii.  15.     When  he 
humbles  himfelfin  complainings  before  the  almightinefs  of  God, 
(  cmtemprible  and  xeeble  images  doth  he  ufe  !   '  Wilt  thou 

driven  ta  and  fro  ?  Wilt  thou  purine  the  dry  ftub- 
ble.?  I  confume  away  like  a  rotten  thing,  a  garment  eaten  by 
the  ra  t*n.'  Job,  xiii.  25,  ccc.     'Thou  lifteft  me  up  to  the 

thou  caufeft  me  to  ride  upon  it,  and  dilTolveft  my   fub- 
ftance.'  J:>b,  xxiii.  2.2.     Can  any   man   invent  mere  defpicable 

r i  reprefent  the  fcoundrel  herd  and  refufe  of  mankind, 

:  ofe  which  job  ufes  ?  chap.  xxx.  and  thereby  he  i 
vats  his  own  forrows  and  reproaches,  to  amazement :  'They 
that  are  younger  than  I  have  me  in  derilion,  whoft  fathers  I 
would  have  difdained  to  have  fet  w.th  the  dogs  o;  my  flock: 
for  want  and  famine  they  were  folitary ;  fleeing  into  the  wil- 
defolate  and  waile  :  They  cut  lip  mallows  by  the  bufhes, 
andjunii  n  their  meat:  They  were  driven  forth  from 

among  men  (tl  ey.  cried  after  them  as  after  a  thief)  to  dwell  in  the 
cliffs  oi  -;  in  the  caves  of  the  earth,  and  in  rocks : 

Among  the  bufhes  they  brayed,  under  the  nettles   they  were 
g  d  together  j  they  were  children  of  fools,  yea,  children  of 

re  viler  than  the  earth ;  And  now  I  am 

ng,  yea,  1  am  their  by-word,'  Sec.     How  mournful  and 
is  the  language  of  his  own  forrows!    'Terrors  are 
him,  they  purfiie  his  foul  as  the  wind,  and  his 

(es  away  as  a  cloud  j   his  bones  are  pierced  within  hhn, 
ed  out:   he  goes  mourning  without  the  fun, 
a  brother  to  dragons,  and  a  companion  to  owls  ;  while  his  harp 
;  are  turned  into  the  voice  of  them  that  weep.'      I  rouft 
tranferi  t  one.  half  of  this  holy  book,  if  I  would  fliew  the  gran- 
deur, tl  ;.s  of  his  ideas,  or  the  pomp 
flion;  I  mu.'V'' .;-.  out  a  good  part  of 
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the  writings  of  David  and  Ifaiah,  if  I  would  reprefent  the  po- 
etical excellencies  of  their  thoughts  and  fryle:  nor  is  the  lan- 
guage of  the  lefler  prophets,  efpecially  in  fome  paragraphs,  much 
inferior  to  thefe. 

Now,  while  they  paint  human  nature  in  its  various  forms  and 
ci  re  um  fiances,  if  their  defigningbefojuft  and  noble,  their  difpo- 
fition  fo  artful,  and  their  colouring  fo  bright,  beyond  the  moft 
famed  human  writers,  how  much  more  muft  their  defcriptions  of 
God  and  heaven  exceed  all  that  is  poffible  to  be  faid  by  a  meaner 
tongue  !  When  they  fpeak  of  the  dwelling-place  of  Gcd,  «  He  in- 
habit, eternity  ,and  fits  upon  the  throne  of  his  holinefs,  in  the  midft 
of  light  inacceffible.'  When  his  holinefs  is  mentioned, '  The  hea- 
vens are  not  clean  in  his  fight,  he  charges  his  angels  with  folly  : 
He  looks  to  the  moon,  and  it  fliineth  not,  and  the  ftars  are  not 
pure  before  his  eyes :  He  is  a  jealous  God,  and  a  confuming 
If  we  fpeak  of  ftrength,  'Behold  he  is  ftrpng :  He 
removes  the  mountains,  and  they  know  it  not :  He  overturns 
them  in  his  anger  :  He  makes  the  earth  from  her  place,  and 
her  pillars  tremble.  He  makes  a  path  through  the  mighty 
waters,  he  difcovers  the  foundations  of  the  world:  The  pillars 
of  heaven  are  aftonifhed  at  his  reproof.1  And,  after  all,'  Thefe 
are  but  a  portion  of  his  ways  :  The  thunder  of  his  power 
who  can  imderftand  ?'  His  fovereignty,  his  knowledge,  and  his 
vvifdom,  are  revealed  to  us  in  language  valtly  fuperior  to  all  the 
poetical  accounts  of  heathen  divinity.  '  Let  the  potfherds 
Strive  with  the  potfherds  of  the  earth  ;  but  (hall  the  clay  fay  to 
him  that  fafhioneth  it,  What  makeft  thou  ?  He  bids  the  hea- 
vens drop  down  from  above,  and  let  the  fkies  pour  down 
righteoufnefs.  He  commands  the  fun,  and  it  rifeth  not,  and 
he  fealeth  up  the  ftars.  It  is  he  that  faith  to  the  deep,  Be  dry, 
and  he  drieth  up  the  rivers.  Woe  to  them  that  feck  deep  to 
hide  their  council  from  the  Lord  ;  his  eyes  are  upon  all  their 
ways,  he  underftands  their  thoughts  afar  off.  Hell  is  naked  be- 
fore him,  and  deftru&ion  hath  no  covering.  He  calls  cut  all 
the  ftars  by  their  names,  he  fri  iratt  :h  the  tokens  of  the  liars,  and 
makes  the  diviners  mad.  He  turns  wife  men  backward,  and 
their  knowledge  becomes  foolifh.'  His  tranfeendant  eminence 
above  all  things  is  m  reprefented,  when  he  '  fits  upon 

the  circle  of  the  earth,  and  the  inhabitants  thereof  are  as 
grafshoppers :  All  nations  before  him  are  as  the  drop  of  a 
bucket,  and  as  the  fmall  duft  of  the  balance  :  He  takes  up  the 
i  very  little  thing  5  Lebanon,  with  all  her  beads,  is  not 
fumeient  for  a  fecrifiw  to  this  God,  nor  are  all  her  trees  fufficient 
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for  the  burning.     This  God,  before  whom  the  whole  creation  is 

i ,  than  nothing,  and  vanity.     To  which  of 

n  gods  then  will  ye  compare  me,  faith  the  Lord, 

and   what  ihail  I  be  likened  to  ?'     And  to  which  of  all  the 

:  (hall  we  liken  or  compare  this  glorious  orator,  the 

facrecl  delcriber  of  the  Godhead  ?  The  orators  of  all  natio 

efore  him,  and  their  words  are  vanity  and  empri- 
nefs.  Let  us  turn  our  eyes  now  to  fome  of  the  holy  writings, 
where  God  is  creating  the  world  :  How  meanly  do  the  beft  of 
the  Gentiles  talk  and  trifle  upon  this  fubject,  when  brought 
into  comparifon  with  Moles,  whom  Longinus  himfelf,  a  Gen- 
tile critic,  cites  as  a  mailer  01  the  fublime  ftyle,  when  he  ( 
Ule  it ;  *  And  the  Lord  faid,  Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was 
light  ;  Let  there  be  clouds  and  feas,  fun  and  ftars,  plants  and 
animals,  and  behold  they  are:'  He  commanded,  and  they  ap- 
pear and  obey:  *  By  the  word  of  the  Lord  were  the  heavens 
made,  and  all  the  holt  of  them,  by  the  breath  of  his  mouth  :' 
This  is  working  like  a  God,  with  infinite  eafeand  omnipotence. 
His  wonders  of  providence  for  the  terror  and  ruin  of  his  ad- 
verfaries,  and  for  the  fuccour  of  his  faints,  is  fet  before  our  c\  es 
in  the  fcripture  with  equal  magnificence,  and  as  becomes  divinity. 
When  *  he  arifes  cut  of  his  place,  the  earth  trembles,  the 
foundations  of  the  hills  are  fhaken  becaufe  he  is  wroth  :  There 
goes  a  fmoke  up  out  of  his  noftrils,  and  fire  out  of  his  mouth 
devoureth,  coals  are  kindled  by  it.  He  bows  the  heavens,  and 
comes  down,  and  darknefs  is  under  his  feet.  The  mountains 
melt  like  wax,  and  flow  down  at  Ins  prefence.'  If  Virgil, 
Homer,  cr  Pindar,  were  to  prepare  an  equipage  for  a  descending 
God,  they  might  ule  thunder  and  lightnings  too,  and  clouds 
and  f.re,  to  form  a  chariot  and  horfes  for  the  battle,  or  the 
triumph  ;  but  there  is  none  of  them  provides  him  a  flight  of 
inftead  of  horfes,  or  feats  him  in  'chariots  of  falvation.' 
beholds  him  riding  'upon  the  heaven  of  heavens,  by 
his  name  J  ah  :  He  was  mounted  upon  a  cherub  and  did  fly  j 
he  flew  on  the  wings  of  the  wind  j'  and  Habakkuk  fends 
'  the-  peftilence  before  him.'  Homer  keeps  a  mighty  flir  with 
hh  N-;.;. ■:rlyi-ful  Zi-j;  and  Henod  with  his  Zsyj  v^^t-s;-'.ir-i; 
Jupitei  up  the  clouds,  and  that  makes  a  noife,  or  thun- 

ders on  h'igh.    But  a  divine  poet  makes  the  *  clouds  but  theduftof 
hen  the  Higheft  gives  his  voice  in  the  heavens, 
lis  of  lire  follow.'     A  divine  poet  difcovers  the 
ters,  and  lays  open  the  foundations  of  nature  ; 
*  at  thy  rebuke,  O  Loul,  at  the  blaft  of  the  breath  of  thy  noltruV 
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When  the  Holy  One  alighted  upon  Mount  Sinai,   e  his 
covered  the  heavens  :  He  ftood  and  meafured  the  earth  :   He 
beheld,   and  drove  afunder  the   nations,    and   the  everlafting 
mountains  were  fcattered:  The  perpetual  hills  did  bow  ;  his 
ways  are  everlafting. '      Then  the  prophet  'few  the  tents  of 

,  in  affiiftiJm,  and  the  curtains  of  the  land  of  Midian  d  d 
tremble.1  Hab.  iii.     Nor  did  the  blefied  Spirit  which  animated 
thefe  writers  forbid  them  the  ufe  of  virions,  dreams,  the  open- 
ing of  fcenes  dreadful  and  delightful,  and  the  introduction  of 
machines  upon  great  occafions :  the  divine  licence  in  this   re- 
fpec.l  is  admirable  and  furprifing,  and  the  images  are  often  too 
bold  and  dangerous  for  an   uninfpired  writer  to  imitate. 
Dennis  has  made  a  noble  eflay  to  difcover  how  much  u 
is  infpired  poefy  to  the  brighteft  and  beft  defcriptions  of  a  mor- 
tal pen.     Perhaps,   if  his  prppofal  of  criticil 
couraged  and  puriued,  the  nation  might  have  learnt  mor< 
For  the  word  of  God,   and  the  wits  of  the  age  might  have       n 

.    from  the  danger  of  Deifm  ;    while   they  muft 
been  forced  to  confefs  at  leaft  the  divinity  of  ail  the  ; 
books  of  Scripture,  when  they  fee  a  genius  miming  through 
them  more  than  human. 

Who  is  there  now  will  dare  to  affert  that  the  doctrines  of 
our  holy  faith  will  not  indulge  or  endure  a  delightful  drefs  ? 
I  the  French  poet*  affright  us,  by  faying, 

Pe  lafoy  (Tun  Chretien  les  myfteres  terribles, 
D'ouuemens  egayez  ne  ioat  point  fufceptibles  ? 

But  the  French  criticf  in  his  Reflections  upon  Eloquence, 

,  e  That  the  majefty  of  our  religion,  the  holinefs  ot' its 

he  purity  of  its  morals,   the  height  of  its  myfteries, 

and  the  importance  ef  every  lubject  that  belongs  to  it,  requires 

leur,   a  noblenefs,   a   majefty,  and  elevation  of  ftyle, 

to  the  theme  :  fparkiing  images  and  magnificent  expref- 

.  auft  be  ufed,    and   are  beft  borrowed  from    Scr 

her  that  aims  at  eloquence,  read  the  prophets   in- 
ceflantly,  fbr  their  writings  are  an  abundant  fource  of  all  the 
md  ornaments  of  fpeech.'     And,  in  my  opinl  •:,  this  is 
fer  better  eounfel  than  Horace  gives  us,  when  he  lays, 

Vos  exemplr.ria  Graeca 

Nofturna  verfate  manu,  verfate  diurna, 


*  Eoileau.  +  Rapiu. 
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As  in  the  conduct  of  my  ftudies  with  regard  to  divinity,  I 
have  reafon  to  repent  of  nothing  mere  than  that  I  have  not 
peruicd  the  Bible  with  more  frequency  ;  fo  if  I  were  to  fet  up 
for  a  poet,  with  a  defign  to  exceed  all  the  modern  writers,  I 
would  follow  the  advice  of  Rapin,  and  read  the  prophets  night 
and  day.  I  am  fure,  the  compofures  of  the  following  book  would 
have  been  filled  with  much  greater  fenfe,  and  appeared  with 
much  more  agreeable  ornaments,  had  I  derived  a  larger  portion 
from  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

Befides,  we  may  fetch  a  further  anfwer  to  MonfieurBoileau,s 
objection,  from  other  poets  of  his  own  country.  What  a 
noble  ufe  have  Racine  and  Corneille  made  of  Chriftian  fubjects, 
in  fome  of  their  beft  tragedies  !  What  a  variety  of  divine  fcenes 
are  difplayed,  and  pious  pafliona  awakened  in  thofe  poems  ! 
The  martyrdom  of  Polycucte,  how  doth  it  reign  over  our  love 
and  pity,  and  at  the  fame  time  animate  our  zeal  and  devotion  ! 
May  I  here  be  permitted  the  liberty  to  return  my  thanks  to  that 
fair  and  ingenious  hand*  that  directed  me  to  fuch  entertain- 
ments in  a  foreign  language,  which  I  had  long  wifhed  for, 
and  fought  in  vain,  in  our  own.  Yet  I  muft  confefs,  that  the 
Davideis,  and  the  two  Arthurs,  have  fo  faranfwered  Boileau's  ob- 
jections, inEnglifn,as  that  the  obftacles  of  attempting  Chriftian 
poefy  are  broken  down,  and  the  vain  pretence  of  its  being  im- 
practicable, i*  experimentally  confutedf . 

It  is  true,  indeed,  the  Chriftian  myfteries  have  not  fuch 
need  of  gay  trappings  as  beautified,  or  rather  compofed,  the 
heathen  fuperitition.  But  this  ftill  makes  for  the  greater  eafe 
and  furerfuccefs  of  the  poet.  The  wonders  of  our  religion,  in 
a  plain  narration  and  a  fimple  dvcL,  have  a  native  grandeur,  a 
dignity,  and  a  beauty  in  them,  though  they  do  not  utterly  difdain 
all  methods  of  ornament.  The  book  of  the  Reve'ations  feems 
to  be  a  prophecy,  in  the  form  of  an  opera,  or  a  dramatic  poem, 
where  divine  art  illuftrates  the  fubjeft  with  many  charming 
glories  j  but  ftill  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  the  naked 
themes  of  Chriftianity  have  fomething  brighter  and  bolder  in 
them,  fomething  more  furprifing  and  celeftial,  than  all  the 
adventures   of  g^ds    and   heroes,   all  the  dazzling  im .\ 

*  Philomela. 

.!  Blackfnore,  in  his  admirable  preface  to  his  lafr  poem, 
,    b«3  more  copioufly    refuted    all  Boileau's  ai 

tjtiftice  and  elegance.  I  am  perfuaded 
o  ddprie  the  poem  w^uid  ackOOTrledge  the  iuft 
fraiuaenu  at  that  preface. 
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fh'fe  I  u  ft  re  that  form  and  garnifh  a  heathen  fmg:  hero  the  very 
argument  would  give  wonderful  aids  to  the  mufe,  and  the  hea- 
venly theme  would  fo  relieve  a  dull  hour,  andalanguifcingg  b 

that  when  the  mufe  nods,  the  fenfe  would  burn  anil  I 
upon  the  reader,  and  keep  him  feelingly  awake. 

With  how  much  lefs  toil  and  exper.ee  might  a  Dryden, 
an  Otway,  a  Congreve,  or  a  Dennis,  furuifn  out  a  Chriltiau 
poem,  than  a  modern  play  !  There  is  nothing  among  ail 
the  ancient  tables,  or  later  romances,  that  have  two  inch  ex- 
tremes united  in  them,  as  the  eternal  God  becoming  an  infant 
of  days  :  the  poiTelfor  of  the  palace  of  Heaven  laid  to  fleep  in  a 
manger  j  the  holy  Jews,  who  knew  <.\o  fin,  bearing  the  tins  oi' 
men  in  his  body  on  the  tree  j  agonies  of  ihrrcw  loading  the 
fo.d  of  him  who  was  God  over  all,  blefled  for  ever  j  andtha 
i  v. -reign  of  life  ftretehing  his  arms  on  a  crols,  bleeding  and 
expiring  :  The  heaven  and  the  bell  in  our  divinity-are  infinitely 
more  delightful  and  dreadful  than  the  ehildifh  figments  ot'  a 
dog  with  three  heads,  the  buckets  of  the  Belides,  the  Furies 
v  irh  fnaky  hairs,  or  all  the  flowery  itories  of  Elyfram.  And  if 
wefurvey  the  one  as  themes  divinely  true,  and  the  ether  ^  i 

ievfi :  the  advantage 
for  touching  the  fprings  of  paffion  will  fail  infinitely  ou  ha 
fide  of  the  Christian  poet  j  our  wonder  and  our  love,  our  pi'.y, 
delight,  and  forrow,  with  the  long  train  of  hopes  and  fear.., 
fauft  needs  be  under  the  command  of  an  harmonious  :;en,  whofe 
every  hue  makes  a  part  of  the  reader's  faith,  and  is  the  very  life. 
or  death  of  his  foul. 

If  the  trifling  incredible  tales  that  furnifh  ou;  a  tragedy, 
are  fo  armed  by  wit  and  fancy,  as  to  bo'onie  fovereign  of 
rational  powers,  to  triumph  over  all  ti'.e  afrefdons,  and  matttgfl 
our  fmiles  and  our  tears  atpleafure  j  how  wondrous  a  conqttott 
might  be  obtained  over  a  Wild  world,  and  reduce  it,  at  leafh, 
to  fouriety,  if  the  fame  happy  talent  were  employed  in  drejfing 
ti:e  fcenes  of  religion  in  their  proper  figures  of  majeity,fAeetiief-;, 
and  terror.  The  wonders  uf  creating  power,  of  redeeming  love., 
and  renewing  grace,  ought  not  to  be  thus  imph.-ufiy  iu 
by  thole  whom  heaven  has  endued  with  a  gift  fo  proper 
to  adorn  and  cultivate  them  ;  an  art  whole  iv-cct  Jnlinuiitions 
might  almoft  convey  piety  in  refilling  nature,  and  melt  the. 
hardeft  fouls  to  the  love  of  virtue.  The  al fairs  of  tins  life, 
with  their  reference  to  a  life  to  come,  would  Ihine  bright  in  a 
dramatic  description  j  nor  i*  there  any  need  of  any  rtafonwhy  v.-e 
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ftould  always  borrow  the  plan  or  hiftory  from  the  ancient 
Jews,  or  primitive  martyrs  j  thongli  fevera]  of  thefe  would 
hii niih  out  noble  materials  for  this  fort  of  poefy  :  but  modern 
feenes  would  be  better  understood  by  moft  readers,  and  the  ap- 
plication would  be  much  more  eafy.  The  anguifh  of  inward 
guilt,  the  fecret  flings,  and  racks  and  fcourges  of  eonfeienccj  the 
fweet  retiring  hours,  and  feraphieal  joys  of  devotion  }  the 
victory  of  a  refolved  foul  over  a  thoufand  temptations  5  the 
inimitable  love  and  paflion  of  a  dying  God  ;  the  awful  glories 
ct  the  lafl  tribunal,  j  the  grand  decifive  fentence,  from  which 
there  is  no  appeal  j  and  the  confequent  tranfports  or  horrors  of 
the  two  eternal  worlds  3  thefe  things  may  be  varioufly  difpofed, 
and  form  many  poems.  How  might  fuch  performances,  under 
a  divine  bleffing,  call  back  the  dying  piety  of  the  nation  to  life 
and  beauty  !  This  would  make  religion  appear  like  itfelf,  and 
confound  the  blafphemies  of  a  profligate  world,  ignorant  of 
pious  pleafures. 

But  we  have  reafon  to  fear,  that  the  tuneful  men  of  our 
•lay  have  not  raifed  their  ambition  to  fo  divine  a  pitch  ;  I 
ihould  rejoice  to  fee  more  of  this  celeftial  fire  kindling  within 
them  j  for  the  flafhes  that  break  but  in  fume  prefent  and  pail 
writings  betray  an  infernal  fource.  This  the  incomparable  Air. 
Cowley,  in  the  latter  end  of  his  preface,  and  the  ingenious  Sir 
Richard  Blackmore,  in  the  beginning  of  his,  have  fo  patheti- 
cally defcribed  and  lamented,  that  I  rather  refer  the  reader  to 
mourn  with  them,  than  detain  and  tire  him  here.  Thefe 
gentlemen,  in  their  large  and  laboured  works  of  poefy,  have 
given  the  world  happy  examples  of  what  they  wifh  and  en- 
courage in  prole  ;  the  .one  in  a  rich  variety  of  thoiight  and 
fancy,  the  other  in  all  the  fhining  colours  of  profufe  and  florid 
diction. 

If  fhorter  fonnets  were  compofed  on  fublime  fubjeds,  fuch 
as  the  Ffalms  of  David,  and  the  holy  tranfports  intcrfperfed  in 
the  other  (acred  writings,  or  fuch  as  the  moral  Odes  of  Horace, 
and  the  ancient  Lyricks ;  I  perfuade  myfelf  that  the  Christian 
preacher  would  find  abundant  aid  from  the  poet,  in  his  defign 
to  diftufe  virtue  and  allure  fouls  to  God.  If  the  heart  were 
firft  inflamed  from  Heaven,  and  themufe  were  not  left  alone  to 
form  the  devotion,  and  purfue  a  cold  (cent,  but  only  called  in 
as  an  afliftanjt  to  the  worfhip,  then  the  fong  would  end  where 
the  iufpiration  ceafes  ;  the  whole  compofure  would  be  of  a 
piece,  all  meridian  light  and  meridian  fervour  5  and  the  fame 
pious  flame  would  be  propagated,  and  kept  glowing  in  the  heart 
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t>f  him  that  reads.  Some  or  the  (hotter  odes  of  the  two  poets 
now  mentioned,  and  a  few  of  the  Rev  Mr.  Norris's  EfTays  in 
verfe|  are  convincing  inftances  of  the  luecefs  of  this  proposal. 

It  is  my  opitiioti  alfo,  that  the  free  and  unronfnud  numbers 
of  Pindar,  or  the  noble  meafures  of  Milton  without  rhyme, 
would  belt  maintain  the  dignity  of  the  theme,  as  well  as  giv<* 
a  loofe  to  the  devout  foul,  nor  check  the  raptures  of  her  faith 
and  love.  Though,  in  my  feeble  attempts  of  this  kind,  I 
have  too  often  /ettered  my  thoughts  in  the  narrow  metre  of 
our  Pfalm  tranflators  :  I  have  contracted  and  cramped  the 
fenfe,  or  rendered  it  obfeure  and  feeble,  by  the  too  fpeedy  and 
regular  returns  of  ryhme. 

If  my  friends  expeel  any  reafonofthe  following  compound, 
and  of  thenrft.  orfecond  publication,  I  entreat  them  to  accept  of 
this  account. 

The  title  aflures  them  that  poefy  is  not  the  bufmefs  of  my 
life  j  and  if  I  frized  thofe  hours  of  leifure,  wherein  my  foul 
was  in  a  more  fprightly  frame,  to  entertain  them  or  myfelf 
with  a  divine  or  moralfong,  I  hope  I  fhall  rind  an  eafy  pardon. 

In  the  Firft  Book  are  many  odes  which  were  written  to  aflift 
the  meditations  and  worfhip  of  vulgar  Chriftians,  and  with  a 
defign  to  be  published  in  the  volume  of  hymns,  which  have 
now  pafi'ed  a  fecond  nnpreflion  :  but  upon  the  review,  I  found 
fome  expreflions  that  were  not  fuited  to  the  plaineir  capacity, 
and  the  metaphors  are  too  bold  to  pleafe  the  weaker  Chrirtian  : 
therefore  I  haw  allotted  them  a  place  lure. 

Among  the  fongs  that  are  dedicated  to  divine  love,  I  think 
I  may  be  bold  to  alfert,  that  I  never  eompofed  one  line  of  them 
with  any  other  defign  than  what  they  aie  applied  to  here  ;  and 
I  have  endeavoured  to  fecure  them  all  from  being  perverted 
and  debafed  to  wanton  paflions,  by  feveral  lines  in  them  that 
can  never  be  applied  to  a  meaner  love.  Are  not  the  noblell 
inltances  of  the  grace  of  Chrift  reprefented  under  the  figure  of 
a  conjugal  irate,  and  defcribed  in  one  of  the  fwecteft  oues,  and 
the  fofteft  paftoral  that  ever  was  written  ?  I  appeal  to  Solomon*, 
in  his  fong,  and  his  father  David,  in  Pfalm  xlv.  if  David  was 
the  author  :  and  I  am  well  allured  that  I  have  never  induJ 
equal  licence  :  it  was  dangerous  to  imitate  the  (acred  writers 
COO  nearly,  in  fo  nice  an  affair. 

mon's  Song  was  much  more  in  ufe  among  preachers  and   writers 
of  diviuity  when  thefc  Poems  were  written  than  i:  is  now. 
dz 


xl  PREFACE. 

<  The  {  Pcerm  {acted  to  Virtue,'  &c.  were  formed  when 
the  frame  and  humour  of  my  foul  were  juft  fuited  to  the  fubjscl: 
of  my  verfe  :   the  image  of  my  heart   h  painted  in  them  :  and 
if  they  meet  with  a  reader  whof?  foul  is  akin   to  mine,  perhaps 
they  may  agreeably  entertain  him.     The  dulnefs  of  the  fancy, 
and  coarfenefs  of  expreflton,  will  difappear ;  the  famenafs  of 
the  humour  will  create  a  pieafuie,  and  infenfibly  overcome  and 
conceal  the  defecls  of  the  mufe.     Young  gentlemen  and  ladies, 
whofe  genius   and    education   have  given  them    a  relilh   for 
oratory  and  verfe,  maybe  tempted  to   feek  fatisfaclion  among 
the  dangerous  divcrfions  of  the  ilage,  and  impure  fonnets,  if 
there  be  no  provifion  of  a  fafer  kind  made  to  pleafe  them. 
Wiiile  1 1.  ive  attempted  to  gratify  innocent  fancy  in  this  refpe£t, 
1  have  net  forgotten  to  allure  the  heart  to  virtue,  and   to  raife 
it  to  a  difdain  of  brutal  pleafurcs.     The  frequent  interposition 
of  a  devout  thought  may  awaken  the  mind  to  a  ferious  fenfe  of 
God,  religion,  and  eternity.     The  fame  duty  that  might  be 
defpifed  in  a  fermon,  when  propofed  to  their  reafon,  may  here, 
perhaps,  feirrcthe  lower  faculties  with  furprife,  delight,  and  de- 
votion at  once  j  and  thus,  by  degrees,  draw  the  fuperior  powers 
of  the  mind  to  piety.     Among  the  infinite  numbers  of  man- 
kind,  there  is   not   more   difference  in   their  outward   fhape 
and  features,    than   in  their  temper  and   inward  inclination. 
Some  are  more  eaf.iy  fufceptive  of  religion  in  a  grave  difcourfe 
and  fedate  reafon'.ng.      Some  are  beft  frig!  ted  from  fin  and 
ruin  by    terror,    threatening,    and  amazement  J    their  fear  is 
the  propereft  paffi.ni  to  which  we  can  addrefs  ourfelves,  and 
begin  the  divine  work  :   others  can  feel  no  motive  fo  powerful 
as  that  which  applies   itfelf  to  their  ingenuity,   and  polimed 
imagination      Now  I  thought  it  lawful  to  take  hold  of  any 
handle  of  the  foul,  to  lead  it  away  betimes  from  vicious  plea- 
fures  ;  and  if  I  could  but  make  up  a  composition  of  virtue  and 
delight,  fuited  to  the  tafte  of  well-bred  youth,  and  a   refined 
education,  I  had  fomc  hope  to  alhire  and  raife  them  thereby 
above   the  vile  temptations  of  degenerate  nature,  and  cuftom 
that  is  yet  more  degenerate.     When  I  have  felt  a  fight  inclina- 
tion to  ft're  or  burlefijue,  I  thought    proper  to  fupprefs   it. 
The   grinning  and  the  growling   mufes  are  not    hard  to   be 
obtained  ;  but  I  would  difdain  their  afhftance,  where  a  manly 
invitation  to  virtue,  and  a  friendly  fmile,  may  be  fuccefsfullY 
employed.     Could  I  perfuade  any  man  by  a  kinder  method,  I 
fhculd  never  think  it  proper  to  fcold  or  laugh  at  him. 
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Perhaps  there  are  fome  morofe  readers,  that  ftand  ready  to 
condemn  every  line  that  is  written  upon  the  theme  of  love  ;  but 
have  we  not  the  cares  and  the  felicities  of  that  fort  of  facial 
Lite  reprefented  to  us  in  the  (acred  writings  ?  Some  expreffions 
are  there  ufed  with  a  defign  to  give  a  mortifying  inftuei 
ourfofteft  afie&ions  ;  others  again  brighten  the  character  of 
that  ftate,  and  allure  virtuous  fouls  to  purine  ti  e  divine  advan- 
tage of  it,  the  mutual  afTiftance  in  the  way  to  falvation. 

Are  not  the  exxviith  and  the  exxviiith  Pfalms  indited  on 

this  very  fubjeCt  ?  Shall  it  be  lawful  for  the  prefs  and  the  pul- 

pit  to  treat  of  it  with  a  becoming  folemnity  in  prole,  and  limit 

the   mention  of  the  fame  thing  in  poefy  be  .pronounced   for 

ever  unlawful  ?  Is  it  utterly  unworthy  of  a  ferious  character  to 

write  on  this  argument,  became  it  has  been  unhappily  1 

by  fome  fcurrilous  pens  ?  Why  may  I  not  be  permitted 

yiate  a  common  and  a  growing  mifchief,  while  a  thousand  vile 

of  the  amorous  kind  fwarm  abroad,  and  give  a  vicious 

taint  to   the  unwary   reader?   I  would  tell  the  world   that   I 

have  endeavoured  to  recover  this  argument  out  of  the  hands 

of  impure  writers,   and  to  make  it  appear,  that  virtue  and  love 

are  not  fuch    ftrangcrs  as  they  are  reprefented.     The  blifsful 

intimacy  of  fouls  in  that  ftate  will  afford  fuffieient  furniture  for 

v.-ft  entertainment  in  verfe  ;  fo  that  it  need  not  be  ever* 

Lailingly  drefled-up   in   ridicule,   nor  allumed   only  to   furnifh 

out  the  i"wd  fonnets  of  the  times.     May  fome  happier  genius 

prom  >te  the  fame  fen  ice  that  I  propofed,  and  by  fuperior  fenfe, 

found,  render  what  I  have  written  contemptible 

elefs! 

The  imitations  of  that  nobleft  Latin  poet  of  modern  ages, 

Cafimire   Sarbiewfki,   of  Poland,   would  need  no   excufe,  did 

they  but  rife  to  the  beauty  of  the  original.      I  have  often  taken 

dom  to  add  ten  or  twenty  lines,  or  to  leave  out  as  many, 

night  fiit  my  fong  more  to  my  own  defign,  cr  becaufe 

1   favv  it  impoflible  to  prefent  the  force,  the  finenefs,  and  the 

his  expreffion   in  our  language.      There  are  a  few  copies 

..1   I   have  borrowed   fome  hints  from  the  lame  author, 

without  the  mention  of  his  name  in   the  title.      Mcthmks   I 

can  allow  fo  fuperior  a  genius  now  and  then  to  be  tavifli  in  his 

imagination,  and   to  indulge  fome  excurlions  beyond  the  limits 

."'•judgment:   the   riches   and  glories  of  his  verfe  make 

nent  in  abundance.     I  with  fome  Englifh  pqm  would  im- 

mort  or  his  treafures,  and  blefi  our  nation. 

J  3 
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The  infcriptioiis  to  particular  friends  are  warranted  and  de- 
fended bv  the  practice  ofalmoft  all  the  Lyric  writers.  They 
frequently  convey  the  rigid  rules  of  morality  to  the  mind  In  the 
fofter  method  of  applaufe.  Sustained  by  their  example,  a  man 
will  not  eafily  be  overwhelmed  by  the  heavieit  cenfures  of  the 
unthinking  and  unknowing  ;  efpecially  when  there  is  a  fhadow 
of  this  practice  in  the  divine  Pfalmift,  while  he  afcribes  to  Afaph 
or  Jeduthim  his  fongs  that  were  made  for  the  harp,  or  (which 
is  ail  one*!  his  Lyric  odes,  though  they  are  addrefied  to  God 
himfelf. 

in  the  '  Poems  of  Heroic  Meafure,'  I  have  attempted  in 
rhyme  the  fame  variety  of  cadence,  comma,  and  period,  which 
blank  verfe  glories  in  as  its  peculiar  elegance  and  ornament.  It 
degrades  the  excellency  of  the  bed  verification,  when  the  lines 
run  on  by  couplets,  twenty  together,  juft  in  the  fame  pace,  and 
with  the  fame  paufes.  It  fpoils  the  nobleft  plcaune  of  the 
found  :  the  reader  is  tired  with  the  tedious  uniformity,  or 
charmed  to  ileep  with  the  unmanly  foftners  of  the  numbers,  and 
the  perpetual  chime  of  even  cadences. 

In  the  *  Eflays  without  Rhyme,'  I  have  not  fet  up  Milton 
for  a  perfect  pattern  :  though  he  fhall  be  for  ever  honoured  as 
our  deliverer  from  the  bondage.  His  works  contain  admirable 
and  unequalled  inftances  of  bright  aud  beautiful  diction,  as  well 
as  majefry  and  ferenity  of  thought.  There  are  feveral  epifodes 
in  his  longer  works,  that  ltand  in  fupreme  dignity  without  a 
rival  5  yet  all  that  van;  reverence  with  which  I  read  his  Para- 
*adtte  Loft,  cannot  perfuade  me  to  be  charmed  with  every 
page  of  it.  The  length  of  his  periods,  and  foinetimes  of  his 
parenthdes,  runs  me  otit  of  breath  :  Some  of  his  numbers  feem 
too  harm  and  uneafy.  I  could  never  believe  that  roughuefs 
and  obfeurity  added  any  thing  to  the  grandeur  of  a  poem  5  nor 
will  I  ever  affect  archafms,  exoticifms,  and  a  qe-aint  uncouth- 
Wt&  of  fpeech,  in  order  to  become  perfectly  Miltonian.  It 
is  my  opinion  that  blank  verfe  may  be  written  with  all  due 
elevation  of  thought,  in  a  modern  ftyle,  without  borrowing 
any  thing  from  Chaucer's  tales,  or  running  back  fc  far  as  to  the 
if  Colin  the  Shepherd,  and  the  reign  of  the  Faery  Queen. 
The  oddnefs  of  an  antique  found  gives  but  a  fittfe  pleafure  to 
thr>  ear,  and  fthufes  the  true  relhh,  even  when  it  works  delight. 
There  were  feme  fuch  judges  of  poefy  among  the  old  Romans  ; 
and  Martial  ingenioufiy  laughs  at  one  of  them,  that  was 
pleufed,  even  to  aftonilhment,  with  obfelete  words  and  figures  ; 
A  ttonitufque  Ifgis  tcirai  fhigifcrai. 
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So  the  ill-drawn  poflures  and  distortions  of  fhape  that  we  meet 

with  in  Chinefe  pictures   charm   a  lickly  fancy  by  their  very 

c  Inefi  :    to  a  diftempered  appetite  will  chew  coals  and 

fund  and  pronounce  it  gufrfiil, 

In  the  Pindarics,  I  have  generally  conformed  my  lines  to 
the  {hotter  fue  of  the  ancients,  and  avoided  to  imitate  the  ex- 
length  to  which  fome  modern  writers  have  ftretched 
their  fenteuces,  especially  the  concluding  verfe.  In  thefe  the 
w;  is  the  trueft  judge  ;  nor  was  it  made  to  beenflaved  to  any 
prccife  model  of  elder  or  later  times. 

After  ell,  I   muft  petition  my  reader  to  lay  a  fide  the  four 

and  fullen  air  of  criticifm,  and  to  aflkme  the  friend.     Let  him 

choofe  fuch  topics  to  read  at  particular  hours,  when  the  temper 

of  his  mind  is  fnited  to  the  fong.   Let  him  come  with  a  deiireto 

I  rtained  and  pleafed,  rather  than  to  feek  his  own  difguft 

and  aversion,  which  will  not  be  hard  to  fin  I.     I  am  not  fo  vain 

as  to  think  there  are  no  faults,  nor  fo  blind  as  to  efpy  none: 

though  I  hope  the  multitude  of  alterations  in  this  fecond  edition 

are  not  without  amendment.     There  is  fo  large  a  difference 

•:i  this  and  the  former,  in  the  change  of  titles,  lines,  and 

hole  poems,  as  in  the  various  tranfpofitions,  that  it  would 

be  ufelefs,  and  endlefs,  and  all  confufion,  for  any  reader  to  com- 

them  throughout.     The  additions  alfo  make  up  half  the 

.  tnd  fome  of  thefe  have  need  of  as  many  alterations  as 

the  former.     Many  a  line  needs  the  file  to  poli/h  the  r 

neb  of  it,  and   many  a  thought  wants  richei  i  adorn 

and  make  it  mine.     Wide  defects  and  equal  fuperfluities  may 

.    'Specially  in  the  larger  pieces  j  but  I  have  at  prefent 

r  inch' nation  nor  leifure  to  correct,  and   I  hope   1   never 

&all.    It  is  one  of  the  greateft  fatisfac"tions  I  take  in  giving  this 

.volume  to  the  world,  that  I  expect  to  l)e  for  ever  free  from 

the  temptation  of  making  or  mending  lin*.     So  chat 

my  friends  may  be  perfectly  fecure  againft  this  impreflion  growing 

wafteupon  th(  ir  bands, an  1  ui '•:  rat  r  has  dbne.  Let 

for  foch  performances  puc&e  thefe 

the; 

to  religion  and  virtue.      As  for  myiVif,  I  aim  t&  blufh  to  think 

that  I  have  :•  ,  and  written  fo  mucli.     The  fbllow- 

rrs  of  my  lire  lhull  be  m 

*  Naturam  ejtptllai  ■     i  ".  —   neurret,  Hnr.      Will    this   fhorf 

a  rr,.i;i  who  .11*0  r •-fated  nature  many  ye<U3,   but 
fometimci  ovcrvoaic  i 
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mediate  and  direct  labours  of  my  ftation,  excepting  thofe  hours. 
that  may  be  employed  in  finifliing  the  Plalms  of  David,  in 
Chriftian  language,  which  I  have  now  promifed  the  world*. 

I  cannot  court  the  world  to  purchafe  this  book  for  their 
pleafure  or  entertainment,  by  telling  them  that  any  one  copy 
pieafes  me.  The  beft  of  them  finks  below  the  idea  which  I 
form  of  a  divine  or  a  moral  ode.  He  that  deals  in  the  myf- 
teries  of  heaven,  or  of  the  nutfes,  fhould  be  a  genius  of  no  vul- 
gar mould  :  And  as  the  name  Vates  belong  to  both  j  fo  the  fur- 
niture of  both  is  comprifed  in  that  line  of  Horace, 

Cui  mens  divinior,  atque  os 

Magna  fonaturum 

But  what  Juvenal  fpake  in  his  age,  abides  true  in  our's ;  A 
complete  poet  or  prophet  is  fitch  a  oiu  : 

.  .  .  Qualem  nequo  monftrare,  &  fentio  tantum. 

Perhaps  neither  of  thefe  characters  in  perfection  /hall  ever 
be  ken  on  earth,  till  the  feventh  angel  has  founded  his  awful 
trumpet;  till  the  victory  be  complete  over  the  heart  and  his 
image,  when  the  natives  of  heaven  fhall  join  in  concert  with 
prophets  and  faints,  and  ling  to  their  golden  harps  *  Salvation, 
honour, and  glory,  to  Him  that  fits  upon  the  throne,  and  to  the 
Lamb,  forever.1 

May  H,  1709. 

*  In  the  year  1719  thefe  were  finifhed  and  pri 
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SACRED  TO  DEMOTION  AND  PIETT. 

WORSHIPPING  WITH    FEAR. 

WHO  dares  attempt  th'eternal  name, 

With  notes  of  mortal  found  ? 
Dangers  and  glories  guard  the  theme, 

And  fpread  defpair,  around. 

Deftruction  waits  t'obey  his  frown,  5 

And  Heaven  attends  his  fmile  : 
A  wreath  of  lightning  arms  his  crown, 

But  love  adorns  it  ftill. 

Celeftial  King  !  our  fpirits  lie, 

Trembling,  beneath  thy  feet,  10 

And  wifh,  and  caft  a  longing  eye, 

To  reach  thy  lofty  feat. 

When  Hi  all  we  fee  thee,  great  Unknown, 

And  in  thy  prefence  (land  ? 
Reveal  the  fplendor;  of  thy  throne,  15 

But  fhield  us  with  thy  hand. 

In  thee  what  endlefs  wonders  meet  ! 

What  various  glory  ihincs  ! 
The  eroding  rays  too  fiercely  beat 

Upon  our  fainting  minds.  20 
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.Angels  are  loll  in  fweet  furprife 

It'  thou  unveil  thy  grace  ; 
And  humble  awe  runs  through  the  (kies, 

When  v/rath  arrays  thy  face. 

When  mercy  joins  with  majcfty,  25 

To  fpread  their  beams  abroad, 
Not  all  their  faired:  minds  on  high 

Are  fhadows  of  a  God. 

Thy  works  the  ftrongeft  feraph  fmgs 

In  a  too  feeble  drain,  30 

x\nd  labours  hard  on  all  his  firings 

To  reach  thy  thoughts  in  vain. 

Created  powers,  how  weak  they  be  ! 

How  (Tiort  our  praifes  fall ! 
So  much  akin  to  nothing  we, 

And  thou  trfeternal  All.  36 


ASKING  LEAVE  TO  SING. 

1  ET,  mighty  God,  indulge  my  tongue, 

Nor  let  thy  thunders  roar, 
While  the  young  notes  and  venturous  fong  * 

To  worlds  of  glory  foar. 

If  thou  my  daring  flight  forbid, 

The  mufe  folds  up  her  wings  ; 
Or  at  thy  word  her  (lender  reed 

Attempts  almighty  things. 

Her  (lender  reed,  infpir'd  by  thee, 

Bids  a  new  Eden  grow, 
With  blooming  life  on  every  tree, 

And  fpreads  a  heaven  below. 

She  mocks  the  trumpet's  loud  alarms, 
Fiird  with  thy  dreadful  breath  : 
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And  calls  th'angelic  holts  to  arms, 
To  give  the  nations  death. 

But  when  flie  taftes  her  Saviour's  love, 

And  feels  the  rapture  (hong, 
§carce  the  divined  harp  above 

Aims  at  a  iweeter  fong.  20 


DIVINE  JUDGMENTS. 


Not 


from  the  dufl  my  forrows  fpring, 
Nor  drop  my  comforts  from  the  lower  flcies  ! 
Let  all  the  baneful  planets  flicd 
Their  mingl'd  curies  on  my  head, 
How  vain  their  curfes,  if  th'eternal  King  5 

Look  thro'  the  clouds  and  blefs  me  with  his  eyes  ' 
Creatures,  with  all  their  boafred  iv.  ay, 
Are  but  his  flaves  and  mud  obey  ; 
They  wait  their  orders  from  above,  9 

And  execute  his  word,  the  vengeance,  or  the  love 

'Tis  by  a  warrant  from  his  hand, 

The  gentler  gales  are  bound  to  ileep  : 
The  north  wind  binders  and  aliumcs  command 

Over  the  defert  and  the  deep  ; 

Old  Boreas,  with  his  freezing  powers,  15 

Turns  the  earth  iron,  makes  the  ocean  glafs, 
Arreits  the  dancing  riviets  as  they  pafs, 

And  chains  them  movelefs  to  their  fliores ; 

The  grazing  ox  lows  to  the  gelid  fkies,  19 

Walks  o'er  the  marble  meads  with  withering  eyes, 

Walks  o'er  the  folid  lakes,  muffs  up  the  wind,  and 

dies. 

Fly  to  the  polar  world,  my  fong, 
And  mourn  the  pilgrims  there  (a  wretched  throng ' ) 
Seiz'd,  and  bound  in  rigid  chains, 
A  troop  of  ftatues  on  the  Ruffian  plains  25 

And  life  ftands  frozen  in  the  purple  veins. 
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Atheifl.  forbear  !  no  more  blaf  pheme  : 
God  has  a  thoufand  terrors  in  his  name, 

A  thoufand  armies  at  command, 

Waiting  the  iignal  of  iiis  hand,  30 

And  magazines  oi'i'rofl,  and  magazines  of  (lame. 

Drels  thee  in  fteel  to  meet  Jiis  wrath  ; 

His  fharp  artillery  from  the  north 
Shall  pierce  thee  to  the  foul,  and  ihake  thy  mortal 
frame. 

Sublime  on  winter's  rugged  wings  35 

He  rides  in  arms  along  the  Iky, 
And  fcatters  fate  on  fwains  and  kings  ; 

And  flocks,  and  herds,  and  nations  die  ; 

While  impious  lips,  profanely  bold, 
Grow  pale  ;  and,  quivering  at  Ins  fatal  cold,         40 

Give  their  own  blafphemies  the  lie. 

The  mifchiefs  that  infeft  the  earth, 

When  the  hot  dcg-ftar  fires  the  realms  on  high, 

Drought,  and  difeafe,  and  cruel  dearth, 
Are  but  the  fl allies  of  a  wrathful  eye  45 

From  the  incens'd  Divinity. 

In  vain  our  parching  palates  thirft, 
For  vital  food  we  cry, 

And  pant  for  vital  breath  ; 

The  verdant  fields  are  burnt  to  duft,     •:       50 

The  fun  has  drunk  the  channels  dry, 
And  all  the  air  is  death. 

Ye  fcourges  of  our  Maker's  rod, 
*Tis  at  his  dread  command,  at  his  imperial  nod, 

You  deal  your  various  plagues  abroad.  55 

Hail,  whirlwinds,  hurricanes,  and  floods, 
That  all  the  leafy  ftandards  flrip, 
And  bear  down  with  a  mighty  fwcep 
The  riches  of  the  fields  and  honours  of  the  woods  ; 
Storms,  that  ravage  o'er  the  deep,  60 

And  bury  millions  in  the  waves  ; 

Earthquakes,  that  in  midnight  deep 
Turn  cities  into  heaps,  and  make  our  beds  cur  graves  j 


HORiE   LYRICS.       BOOK  t.  5 

While  you  difpenfe  your  mortal  harms, 
*Tis  the  Creator's  voice   that  founds   your   loud 
alarms,  65 

When  guilt,  with  louder  cries,  provokes  a  God  to 

arms. 

0  for  a  mefTage  from  above 

To  bear  my  fpirits  up  ! 

Some  pledge  of  my  Creator's  love 
To  calm  my  terrors  and  fupport  my  hope!  70 

Let  waves  and  thunder  mix  and  roar, 
Be  thou  my  God,  and  the  whole  world  is  mine  : 

Wlriie  thoti  art  Sovereign,  I'm  fecure  ; 

1  fhall  be  rich  till  thou  art  poor ; 

For  all  I  fear,  and  all  I  wifli,   heaven,  earth,  and 
hell,  are  thine.  75 


EARTH  AND  HEAVEN. 

xi  AST  thou  not  feen,  impatient  boy  ? 
Haft  thou  not  read  the  folemn  truth, 
That  grey  experience  writes  for  giddy  youth 

On  every  mortal  joy  ? 
Pleafure  mail  be  dahYd  with  pain  :  5 

And  yet,  with  heedlefs  hafte, 

The  thirfty  boy  repeats  the  tafte, 
Nor  hearkens  to  defpair,  but  tries  the  bowl  again. 
The  rills  of  pleafure  never  run  fmcere  : 

(Earth  has  no  unpolluted  fpring)  10 

From  the  curs' d  foil  fume  dangerous  taint  they  bear; 
So  rofes  grow  on  thorns,  and  honey  wears  a  fting, 

In  vain  we  feek  a  heaven  below  the  fky ; 

The  world  has  falfe,  but  flattering,  charms  : 
Its  diftant  joys  fhew  large  in  our  efteem,  15 

But  lefiTen  It  ill  as  they  draw  near  the  eye ; 

In  our  embrace  the  vifions  die. 

And  when  we  grafp  the  airy  forms, 
We  lofe  the  pleafing  dream, 

£ 
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Earth  with  her  fcenes  of  gay  delight,  20 

Is  but  a  landfcape,  rudely  drawn, 
With  glaring  colours,  and  falfe  light: 
Diftance  commends  it  to  the  fight, 
For  tools  to  gaze  upon ; 

But  bring  the  naufeous  dawbing  nigh,  25 

Coarfe  and  confus'd,  the  hideous  figures  lie, 
Dilfolve  the  pleafure,  and  offend  the  eye. 

Look  up,  my  foul,  pant  toWrd  trTeternal  hills; 

Thole  heavens  are  fairer  than  they  feein  ;  29 

There  plealures  all  lincere  glide  on  in  cryltal  rills, 
e  not  a  dreg  of  guilt  defiles, 
Nor  grief  dilturbs  the  dream. 
That  Canaan  knows  no  noxious  thing, 
No  curfed  foil,  no  tainted  fpring,  34 

:  jies  grow  on  thorns,  nor  honey  wears  a  fring. 


FELICITY  ABOVE. 

iS  O,  'tis  in  vain  to  fcek  for  blifs  ; 

For  bill's  can  ne'er  be  found 
Till  we  arrive  where  Jelu>  is, 

i  tread  on  heavenly  ground. 

There's  nothing  round  thefe  painted  fkies,  5 

Or  round  this  dufky  clod  ; 
Nothing,  my  foul,  that's  worth  thy  joys, 

Or  lovely  as  thy  God. 

'Tis  heaven  on  earth  to  tafle  his  love, 

To  feel  his  quick'ning  grace  ;  10 

And  all  the  heaven  I  hope  above 
Is  but  to  fee  his  face. 

Why  move  my  years  in  flow  delay  > 

O  God  of  ages  !   why  ? 
Let  all  the  fpheres  cleave,  and  mark  my  way       \$ 

To  the  fuperior  Iky. 
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Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  vital  firings 

Tliat  bind  me  to  my  clay  ; 
Take  me,  Uriel,  on  thy  wings, 

]  irretch  and  foar  away.  ^; 


GOD'S  DOMINION  AND  DECRI 

K.EEP  filence,  all  created  thing's, 

And  wait  your  Maker's  nod  : 
The  mufe  ftands  trembling  while  me  fings 

The  honours  of  her  God. 

Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown,  5 

Hang  on  his  firm  decree  : 
He  fits  on  no  precarious  throne, 

Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

Tlvalmighty  Voice  bid  ancient  Night 

Her  endlefs  realms  refign,  1  ~ 

And  lo,  ten  thoufand  globes  of  light 
In  fields  of  azure  ftune. 

Now  wifdom,  with  fuperior  fway, 

Guides  the  vaft  moving  frame, 
While  all  the  ranks  of  being  pay  15 

Deep  reverence  to  his  name. 

He  fpake  ;  the  fun  obedient  ftood, 

And  held  the  falling  day  : 
Old  Jordan  backward  drives  his  flood, 

And  difappoints  the  fea.  23 

Lord  of  the  armies  of  the  iky, 

He  marfhals  all  the  ftars : 
Red  comets  lift  their  banners  high, 

And  wide  proclaim  his  wars. 

Chain'd  to  his  throne,  a  volume  lies,  *5 

With  all  the  fates  of  men, 
£  z 
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With  evYy  angel's  form  and  lize, 
Drawn  by  tlfeternal  pen. 

His  providence  unfolds  the  book, 

And  makes  his  counfels  fliinc  :  30 

Each  opening  leaf,  and  every  ilroke, 

Fulfils  fome  deep  defign. 

Here  he  exalts  neglected  worms 

To  fceptres  and  a  crown  ; 
Anon  the  following  page  he  turns,  35 

And  treads  the  monarch  down. 

Not  Gabriel  afks  the  reafon  why, 

Nor  God  the  reafon  gives  ; 
Nor  dares  the  favourite  angel  pry 

Between  the  folded  leaves.  40 

My  God,  I  never  long"d  to  fee 

My  fate  with  curious  eyes, 
What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me, 

Or  what  bright  fcenes  (hall  rife. 

In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace  45 

May  I  but  find  my  name, 
Recorded  in  fome  humble  place 

Beneath  my  Lord  the  Lamb  !  4& 

SELF  CONSECRATION. 

IT  grieves  me,  Lord,  it  grieves  me  fore, 
That  I  have  liv'd  to  thee  no  more, 

And  walled  half  my  days  ; 
My  inward  powers  (hall  burn  and  flame, 
With  zeal  and  paffion  for  thy  name,  5 

I  would  not  fpeak,  but  for  my  God,  nor  move,  but 
to  his  praife. 

What  are  my  eyes  but  aids  to  fee 
The  glories  of  the  Deity, 
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Infcrib'd  with  beams  of  light 
On  flowers  and  ftars  ?  Lord,  I  behold  jo 

The  mining  azure,  green  and  gold  ; 
But  when  I  try  to  read  thy  name,  a  dimnefs  veils 
my  Tight. 

Mine  ears  are  raised  when  Virgil  fings 
Sicilian  fwains,  or  Trojan  kings, 

And  drink  the  mufic  in:  35 

Why  mould  the  trumpet's  brazen  voice, 
Or  oaten  reed,  awake  my  joys,  [begin  ? 

And  yet  my  heart  fo  ftupid  lie,  when  facred  hymns 

Change  me,  O  God  ;  my  flefh  mall  be 

An  initrument  of  fong  to  thee,  20 

And  thou  the  notes  infpire 
My  tongue  fhall  keep  the  heavenly  chime, 
My  cheerful  pulfe  fhall  beat  the  time,       [fpire. 
And  fweet  variety  of  found  fhall  in  thy  praii'e  con- 

The  deareft  nerve  about  my  heart,  25 

Should  it  refufe  to  bear  a  part, 
With  my  melodious  breath, 
I'd  tear  away  the  vital  chord, 
A  bloody  victim  to  my  Lord, 
And  live  without  that  impious  firing,  or  mow  my 
zeal  in  death.  3© 


THE  CREATOR  AND  CREATURES. 

vjOD  is  a  name  my  foul  adores, 
Th*  Almighty  Three,  th'Eternal  One; 
Nature  and  grace,  with  all  their  powers, 
Confefs  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

From  thy  Great  Self  thy  being  fprings  ; 
Thou  art  thine  own  original, 
Made  up  of  uncreated  things, 
And  Self-fufficience  bears  them  all, 
e  3 
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Thy  voice  produced  the  h 

Bid  tin*  waves  roar,  and  planets mine j  i3 

But  nothing  like  thv  Self  appeal  ^, 

Through  all  th  doc* 

Still  reftlefs  nature  dies  and  grows: 

From  change  to  change  the  creatures  ma; 

Thy  being  no  fucceffion  knows,  ij 

And  all  thy  vail  defigns  arc  one: 

A  glance  of  thine  runs  through  the 

Rules  the  bright  worlds,  and  move  *h  :ir  name; 

Broad  fheetsof  light  compofe  thy  1. 

Thy  guards  arefornTd  of  li.'ing  flame.  !• 

Thrones  and  dominions  round  thee  tall, 
And  worth ip  in  fubi  i 
Thy  prefence  (hakes  this  lowrr  ball, 
This  little  dwellingplace  of  worms. 

How  flv-ill  affrighted  mortals  d  ire  »5 

To  Gng  thy  glory  or  thv  grace  ? 
Beneath  thy  feet  we  lie  lo  tar. 

And  lee  but  ihadows  of  thy  face. 

Who  can  behold  the  blazing  light  ? 

Who  cam  approach  confuming  name  5 

None  but  thy  wifdom  knov. •■;  thy  might } 

None  but  thy  word  cm\  fpeak  thy  name.  || 


THE  NATIVITY  OF  CHRIST. 

"  SHEPHERDS,  rejoice  !  lift  up  your  eyes, 

"  And  fend  your  fears  away  ; 
"  News  from  the  region  of  rhs  fkies, 

«'  Salvation's  born  to-day  ! 

"  Jefus,  the  God  whom  angels  fear, 
"  Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you  ; 
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u  To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here, 
"  But  nut  as  monarchs  do. 

"  No  gold,  nor  purple  fwaddling-bands, 
"  Nor  royal  (hining  things;  10 

M  A  manger  for  his  cradle  (lands, 
14   And  holds  the  King  of  kings. 

M  Go,  ihepherd%  where  the  Infant  lies, 

"   And  fee  hi*  humble  throne; 
"  With  tears  oi  joy  in  ail   your  eyes.  sjj 

"  Go,  (hepherds,  kils  the  Son/' 

Trms  Gabriel  fang,  and  ftraight  around, 

The  heavenly  armies  throng, 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  found, 

And  thus  conclude  the  {oi\£  \  20 

11  Glory  to  God,  that  reigns  above 

"  Let  peace  lurround  the  earth  ; 
'*  Mortals  (hall  know  thcr  Maker's  love, 

"  At  their  Redeemer's  birth." 

Lord  !   and  (hall  angels  have  their  fongs,  25 

And  men  no  tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  may  we  iofe  thefe  ufelefs  tongues 

When  they  forget  to  praife  ! 

Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

That  pitied  us  forlorn, 
We  join  to  fmg  our  Maker's  love, 

For  there's  a  Saviour  born,  33 


GOD  GLORIOUS,   AND  SINNERS  SAVED. 

r  ATHER,  hoAv  wide  thy  glory  mines! 

How  high  thy  wonders  rife! 
Known  through  the  earth  by  thoufand  figns> 

By  thoufands  through  the  Ikies. 
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Thofe  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power,  $ 

Their  motions  f'peak  thy  fkill  ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  every  hour,     > 

We  read  thy  patience  (till. 

Part  of  thy  name  divinely  ftands 

On  all  thy  creatures  writ,  »a 

They  (hew  the  labour  of  thine  hands, 

Or  imprefs  of  thy  feet. 

But  when  we  view  thy  ftrange  defign. 

To  favc  rebellious  worm-, 
Where  vengeance  and  companion  join  ij 

In  their  divined  forms  ; 

Our  thoughts  are  loft  in  reverend  awe  ; 

We  love  and  wc  adore  ; 
The  firft  archangel  never  law 

So  much  of  God  before.  29 

Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 

Nor  dares  a  creature  guefs 
Which  of  the  glories  brighteft  ftione, 

The  juftice  or  the  grace. 

When  finners  broke  the  Father's  laws,      '  25 

The  dying  Son  atones ; 
Oh,  the  dear  myfteries  of  his  crofs! 

The  triumph  of  his  groans ! 

Now  the  full  glories  of^the  Lamb 

Adorn  the  heavenly  plains  ;  30 

Sweet  cherubs  learn  Immanuel's  name, 

And  try  their  choiceit  drains. 

O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  fong! 
Wonder  and  joy  fhall  tune  my  heart 

And  love  command  my  tongue,  36 
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THE  HUMBLE  ENQUIRY. 

A    FRENCH    SONNET    IMITATED. 
"  Grand  Dieu,  tcs  Jugcmcis,"  Sec. 

VjR ACE  rules  below,  and  fits  enthron'd  above, 
How  few  the  fparks  of  wrath  !  how  flow  they  move, 
And  drop  and  die  in  boundlefs  feas  of  love  ! 

But  me,  vile  wretch  !  mould  pitying  love  embrace, 
Deep  in  its  ocean,  hell  itfelf  would  blaze,  5 

And  flam,  and  burn  me  through  the  boundlefs  feas. 

Yea,  Lord,  my  guilt  to  fuch  a  vaftneft  grown 
Seems  to  confine  thy  choice  to  wrath  fclone, 
And  calls  thy  power  to  vindicate  thy  ti.rone. 

Thine  honour  bids,  "avenge  thine    -iur'd  name,'* 
Thy  flighted  loves  a  dreadful  glory  ^    dm,  11 

While  my  moiit  tears  might  but  mcenir  thy  flame. 

Should  heaven  grow  black,  almighty  thunder  roar, 
And  vengeance  blaft  me,  1  could  plead  no  more, 
But  own  thy  juftice,  dying,  and  adore.  15 

Yet  can  thofe  bolts  of  death  that  cleave  the  flood 
To  reach  a  rebel,  pierce  this  facrect  fhroud, 
Ting'd  in  the  vitalftream  of  my  Redeemer's  blood  ? 

THE  PENITENT  PARDONED. 

IiENCE  from  my  foul,  my  fins,  depart, 
Your  fatal  friend lhip  now  I  fee  : 
Long  have  you  dwelt  too  near  my  heart, 
Hence,  to  eternal  diftance  flee. 

Ye  gave  my  dying  Lord  his  wound,  £ 

Yet  I  carefb'd  your  viperous  brood, 
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And  in  my  heart-firings  lapp'd  you  round, 
You,  the  vile  murderers  of  my  God. 

Black  heavy  thoughts,  like  mountains,  roll 
O'er  my  poor  brealt,  with  boding  I  i> 

And,  crufhing  haul  my  tortur*d  foul, 
Wring  through  my  eyes  the  briny  I 

Forgive  my  treafons,  Prince  of  grace  ! 

The  bloody  Je*  S  v.  err  traitor 

Yet  thou  halt  pray'd  for  that  cuiVd  race,  1$ 

"   Father,  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

Great  Advocate,  look  down  and  fee 

A  wretch,  whole  faulting  furrows  bleed; 

0  plead  the  fame  excufe  tor  me  I 

For,  Lord,  I  knew  not  what  I  did.  20 

Peace,  my  complaints ;   let  every  groan 
Be  (till,  and  iilcnce  wait  hit  love  ; 
Companions  dwell  amidtt  his  throne, 
And  through  his  inmolt  bowels  move. 

Lo,  from  the  everlafting  ikies,  %$ 

Gently,  as  morning-dews  diftil, 
The  dove  immortal  downward  flies, 
With  peaceful  olive  in  his  bill. 

How  fweet  the  voice  of  pardon  founds: 
Sweet  the  relief  to  deep  dittrefs ! 

1  feel  the  balm  that  heals  my  wounds, 

And  all  my  powers  adore  the  grace.  3» 


*  HYMN  OK  PRAISE  FOR  THREE  GREAT 
SALVATIONS. 

vix,. 
I.  From  the  Spaniih  [nrafion*  \i    I 

f .  From  the  Gunpowder  Plot-  Nov.   ,,  |< 
3.  Froin  Popery  JiiJ  Slavery,  by  King  William,  of  gloriow  M?mnrr, 
who  landed  Nov.   ., 

INFINITE  God,  thycounfels  (land 
Like  mountains  of  eternal  brafs, 
Pi! lata  to  prop  our  finking  land, 
Or  guardian  rocks  to  break  the  feas. 

From  pole  to  pole  thy  name  is  known,  5 

Thee  a  whole  heaven  of  angels  praifej 
Our  labouring  tongues  would  reach  thy  throne 
With  the  loud  triumphs  of  thy  grace. 

Part  of  thy  church,  by  thy  command, 

Stands  raib'd  upon  the  Britifli  ifles  ;  10 

M  There,"  laid  the  Lord,  "  to  ages  (land, 

"  Finn  as  the  everlafling  lulls.1' 

In  vain  the  Spanifh  ocean  roar'd ; 

Its  billows  fwell'd  againfr  our  lnore. 

Its  billows  funk  beneath  thy  word,  1-5 

With  all  the  floating  war  they  bore. 

Come,  faid  the  fons  of  bloody  Rome, 

Let  us  provide  new  arms  from  hell  : 

And  down  they  digg'd  through  earth's  dark  womb, 

And  ranfack'd  all  the  burning  cell.  20 

Old  Satan  lent  them  fiery  (lores, 
Infernal  coal,  and  fulphurous  flame, 
And  all  that  burns,  and  all  that  roars, 
Outrageous  fires,  of  dreadful  name, 
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Beneath  the  fen?.te  and  the  throne,  25 

Engines  of  hellifh  thunder  lay  1 

•  the  dark  feeds  ot  fti  I  )wn, 

To  fpring  a  bright,  b 

Tliy  love  beheld  the  black  deiign, 

Thy  love  that  guards  our  illand  round  ;  50 

Strange  !   how  it  quench'd  the  tiery  mine, 

And  cruih'd  the  tern  pert  underground. 

THE   second  part. 

Assume,  my  I  nobler  drain, 

Si'iiT  the  tie  oH  ; 

The  foes  revive  1  tgain,  35 

Again  they  die  ■  <<rd. 

Dark  as  our  thoughts  our  minutes  roll, 

tyranny  polfefs'd  tl»e  throne, 
And  murderers  of  an  Iriih  foul 

,  threatening  death,  through  every  town.      49 

The  Romifh  prieft,  and  Bririfh  prince, 
Join'd  their  bed  force,  and  blackcti  ehp 
And  tlic  fierce  troops  of  neighbouring  Fiance 
Ofte:'d  the  fiervice  of  their  arms. 

"  'Tis  done,"  they  cry'd,  and  laugh'd  aloud,      45 
The  courts  of  darknefs  rang  with  joy. 
Th'old  Serpent  hi;  "d,  and  hell  grew  proud, 
While  Zion  mourn'd  her  ruin  nigh. 

But  lo,  the  great  deliverer  fails, 

Commiilion'd  from  Jehovah'-,  hand,  5« 

And  finding  feas,  and  wifhing  gales 

Convey  him  to  the  longing  land. 

The  happy  day*,  and  happy  year, 
Both  in  our  new  falvation  meet  : 

*  Nov.  5.  n»sa. 
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The  day  *  that  quench'd  the  burning  fnarc, 
The  year  that  burnt  th'  invading  Meet.  56 

Now  did  thine  arm,  O  God  of  Hofh, 

Now  did  thine  arm  fhine  dazzling  bright, 

The  Tons  of  might  their  hands  had  loft, 

And  men  of  blood  forgot  to  fight.  C- 

Brigades  of  angeh  Hn'd  the  way, 
And  guarded  WUlUuw  to  his  throne: 
There,  ye  celelti  il  warriors,  flay, 
And  make  his  palace  like  your  own. 

Then,  mighty  God,  the  earth  (hall  know  63 

And  learn  the  w  or  (hip  of  the  Iky  ; 

Angels  and  Britons  join  below, 
To  raife  their  hallelujahs  high. 

All  hallelujah,  heavenly  king; 

While  diftant  lands  thy  victory  fing, 

And  tongues  their  utmolr  powers  employ, 

The  world's  bright  roof  repeats  the  joy.  72 


THE  INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

r  AR  in  the  heavens  my  God  retires, 
My  God,  the  mark  of  my  defires, 

And  hides  "•  .is  lovely  face  ; 
When  he  defcends  within  my  view, 
He  charms  my  reafon  to  purfue,  5 

But  leaves  it  tir'd  and  fainting  in  the  unequal  chafe. 

Or  if  T  reach  unufual  height 

Till  near  his  prefence  brought, 
There  floods  of  glory  check  my  flight, 
Cramp  the  bold  pinions  of  my  wit,  10 

And  all  untune  my  thought  j 

Nov.  5,   1.533. 

F 
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Plung'd  in  a  fea  of  light  I  roll, 
Where  wifdom,  juftice,  mercy,  mines; 

Infinite  rays  in  eroding  lines 
Beat  thick  confufionon  my  light,  and  overwhelm 

my  foul.  15 

Come  to  my  aid,  ye  fellow-minds, 

And  help  me  to  reach  the  throne ; 
(What  (ingle  ftrength,  in  vaindeligns, 

United  force  hath  done  ; 
Thus  worms  may  join,  andgrafp  the  pules,  20 

Thus  atoms  rill  the  feaj 
But  the  whole  race  of  creature-fouls 
Stretch' d  to  their  laft  extent  of  thought,  plunge 

and  are  loll  in  thee. 

Great  God!  behold  my  reafon  lies 

Adoring  ;   yet  my  love  would  rile  25 

On  pinions  not  her  ov.  n  : 
Faith  (hall  direct  her  humble  flight, 
Through  all  the  tracklcfs  feas  of  tight, 
To  thee,  th'cternal  Fair,  the  infinite  Unknown.  29 

DEATH  AND  ETERNITY. 

JYlY  thoughts,  that  often  mount  the  fkies, 

Go,  fearch  the  world  beneath, 
Where  nature  in  all  ruin  lies, 

And  owns  her  fovereign,  death. 

The  tyrant,  how  he  triumphs  here  !  5 

His  trophies  fpread  around! 
And  heaps  of  dull  and  bones  appear 

Through  all  the  hollow  ground. 

Thefe  fkulls,  what  ghaftly  figures  now  ! 

How  loath fome  to  the  eyes!  10 

Thefe  are  the  heads  we  lately  knew 

So  beauteous  and  fo  wife. 
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But  where  the  fouls,  thofe  deathlefs  things, 

That  left  his  dying  clay  ? 
My  thoughts,  now  itretch  out  all  your  wings,     15 

And  trace  eternity. 

O  that  unfathomable  lea  ! 

Thofe  deeps  without  a  fliore  ! 
Where  living  waters  gently  play, 

Or  fiery  billows  roar.  20 

Thus  mu ft  we  leave  the  banks  of  life, 

And  try  this  doubtful  fea  ; 
Vain  are  our  g    >ans,  and  dying  ftrife, 

To  gain  a  moment's  ftay. 

There  we  fliall  fwim  in  heavenly  blifs,  25 

Or  fink  in  flaming  waves, 
While  the  pale  carcafe  thoughtlefs  lies, 

Among  the  filent  graves. 

Some  hearty  friend  fliall  drop  his  tear, 

On  our  dry  bones,  and  fay,  30 

"  Thefe  once  were  ftrong,  as  mine  appear, 
11  And  mine  mud  be  as  they.'" 

Thus  fliall  our  mouldering  members  teach 

What  now  our  fenfes  learn  : 
For  duft  and  aflies  loudeft  preach 

Man's  infinite  concern.  36 


A  SIGHT  OF  HEAVEN  IN  SICKNESS. 

OFT  have  I  fat  in  fecret  fighs, 

To  feel  my  flefh  decay, 
Then  groan'd  aloud  with  frighted  eyes, 

To  view  the  tottering  clay. 

But  I  forbid  my  farrows  now, 
Nor  dares  the  flefh  complain  ; 

F  2 
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Difeafes  bring  their  pr«  fir  too  ; 
The  joy  overcomes  tlie  pain. 

My  cheer iiil  foul  now  all  the  day 

Sits  waiting  here  and  fingS:  I* 

Looks  through  the  ruins  of  her  clay, 
And  practifes  her  wings. 

Faith  almofl  changes  into  fight, 

While  from  afar  (he  fpies, 
Her  far  inheritance,  in  light,  15 

Above  created  ikies. 

Had  but  the  prifon  walls  been  ftrong, 

And  firm,  without  a  flaw, 
In  darknefs  the  had  dwelt  too  long, 

And  lefs  of  glory  law.  20 

But  now  the  everlafling  hills 

Through  every  chink  appear, 
And  fome thing  01"  the  joy  ihe  feels 

While  ihe's  a  prifoner  here. 

The  fhines  of  heaven  rufh  fweetly  in  2$ 

At  all  the  gaping  flaws  : 
Vifions  of  endlefs  blii's  are  feen, 

And  native  air  ihe  draws. 

0  may  thefe  walls  ftand  tottering  {till, 

The  breaches  never  clofe,  30 

If  I  mull  here  in  darknefs  dwell, 
And  all  this  glory  lofe  1 

Or  rather  let  this  fleih  decay, 

The  ruins  wider  grow, 
Till,  glad  to  fee  th'enlarged  way, 

I  ftreteh  my  pinions  through.  36 
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THE  UNIVERSAL  HALLELUJAH. 

PSALM    CXLVIII.    PARAPHRASED. 

PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  with  joyful  tongue, 

Ye  powers  that  guard  his  throne; 
Jefus  the  man  fliall  lead  the  fong. 

The  God  infpire  the  tune. 

Gabriel,  and  all  tli" immortal  choir  5 

That  fill  the  realms  above  ; 
Sing  :  for  he  formed  you  of  his  fire, 

And  feeds  you  with  his  love. 

Shine  to  his  praife,  ye  cryftal  fkies, 

The  floor  of  his  abode,  jo 

Or  veil  your  little  twinkling  eyes 

Before  a  brighter  God. 

Thou  reftlefs  globe  of  golden  light* 

Whofe  beams  create  our  days, 
Join  with  the  filver  queen  of  night,  15 

To  own  your  borrow'd  rays. 

Liu  Hi  and  refund  the  honours  paid 

To  your  inferior  names: 
Tell  the  blind  world,  your  orbs  are  fed 

By  his  o'erflowing  flames.  20 

Winds,  ye  mall  hear  his  name  aloud 

Through  the  ethereal  blue  ; 
For  when  his  chariot  is  a  cloud, 

He  makes  his  wheels  of  you. 

Thunder  and  hail,  and  fires  and  ftorms,  25 

The  troops  of  his  command, 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  forms, 

And  fpeak  his  awful  hand. 
*3 
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Shout  to  the  Lord,  yc  (urging  feas, 

In  your  eternal  roar;  30 

Let  wave  to  wave  refound  his  praife. 

And  more  reply  to  more  ; 

While  monfters  (porting  on  the  flood, 

In  fcaly  diver  (lilne, 
Speak  terribly  their  maker  God,  35 

And  lam  the  ibaming  brine. 

But  gentler  things  mail  tune  his  name 

To  fofter  notes  than  thefe, 
Young  zephyrs  breathing  o'er  the  ftream, 

Or  whiipcring  through  the  trees.  40 

Wave  your  tall  heads,  ye  lofty  pines, 

To  him  that  bid  you  grow  ; 
Sweet  cluflcrs,  bend  the  fruitful  vines 

On  every  thankful  bough. 

Let  the  mrill  birds  his  honour  raife,  45 

And  climb  the  morning  fky  ; 
While  groveling  beads  attempt  his  praife, 

In  hoarier  harmony. 

Thus  while  the  meaner  creatures  fing, 

Ye  mortals,  take  the  found,  *     50 

Echo  the  glories  of  your  king, 

Through  all  the  nations  round. 

Th'eternal  name  muft  fly  abroad, 
•  From  Britain  to  Japan  ; 
And  the  whole  race  (hall  bow  to  God, 

That  owns  the  name  of  man.  56 
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THE  ATHEIST'S  MISTAKE. 

LAUGH,  ye  profane,  and  fwell  and  burft 

With  bold  impiety ; 
Yet  fhall  ye  live  for  ever  curs'd, 

And  feek  in  vain  to  die. 

The  gafp  of  your  expiring  breath 

Configns  your  foul  to  chains, 
By  the  laft  agonies  of  death, 

Sent  down  to  fiercer  pains. 

Ye  ftand  upon  a  dreadful  deep, 

And  all  beneath  is  hell ;  it 

Your  weighty  guilt  will  fink  you  deep, 

Where  the  oid  ferpent  fell. 

When  iron  (lumbers  bind  your  flefh, 

With  ftrange  furprize,  you'll  find 
Immortal  vigour  fpring  afrefh,  15 

And  tortures  wake  the  mind  ! 

Then  you'll  confefs  the  frightful  names 

Of  plagues  you  fcorn'd  before, 
No  more  ihall  look  like  idle  dreams, 

Like  foolifh  tears  no  more.  20 

Then  fhall  ye  curfe  that  fatal  day, 

(With  flames  upon  your  tongues) 
When  you  exchang'd  your  fouls  away 

For  vanity  and  fongs. 

Behold  the  faints  rejoice  to  die,  25 

For  heav'n  fhines  round  their  heads  ; 

And  angel-guards,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Attend  their  fainting  beds. 

Their  longing  fpirits  part,  and  rife 

'J.  o  their  ceteftial  feat  -t  30 
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Above  thefe  ruinable  fkies 
They  make  their  iaft  retreat. 

Hence,  ye  profane,  I  hate  your  ways, 

I  walk  with  pious  fouls  ; 
There's  a  wide  difference  in  our  race, 

And  diftant  are  our  goals.  36 


THE  LAW  GIVEN  AT  SINAI. 
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RM  thee  with  thunder,  heav'nly  Mufe, 
And  keep  th'expefting  world  in  awe ; 
Oft  haft  thou  fung  in  gentler  mood 
The  melting  mercies  of  thy  God  ; 
Now  give  thy  fierceft  fires  a  loofe,  5 

And  found  his  dreadful  law  ; 
To  Ifrael  fir  ft  the  words  were  fpoke, 
To  Ifrael  freed  from  Egypt's  yoke, 
Inhuman  bondage  !  The  hard  galling  load, 

Overprefs'd  their  feeble  fouls,  1® 

Bent  their  knees  to  fenfelefs  bulls, 
And  broke  their  ties  to  God. 

Now  had  they  pafs'd  th' Arabian  Bay, 
And  march'd  between  the  cleaving  fea; 

The  riling  waves  ftood  guardians  of  their  wond'rous 
way,  15 

But  fell  with  moft  impetuous  force 
On  thepurfuing  fwarms, 
And  bury'd  Egypt,  all  in  arms, 

Blending,  in  watry  death,  the  rider  and  the  horfe  : 

O'er  ftruggling  Pharaoh  roll'd  the  mighty  tide,  20 

And  fav'd  the  labours  of  a  pyramid. 
Apis  and  Ore  !   in  vain  lie  cries, 
And  all  his  other  gods  befide — 
He  {'wallows  fate  with  fwimming  eyes, 
And  curs'd  the  Hebrews  as  he  died.  25 

Ah!  foolifh  Ifrael,  to  comply 
\Vith  Memphiuo  idolatry  1 
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And  bow  to  brutes  (a  ftupid  (lave), 

To  idols  impotent  to  lave ! 
Behold  thy  God,  the  Sov'rei«;nof  the  fky,  30 

Has  wrought  falvation  in  the  deep, 

Has  bound  thy  foes  in  iron  fleep, 
And  rais'd  thine  honours  high; 

His  grace  forgives  thy  follies  paft  ; 

Behold  he  comes  in  majefty,  3$ 

And  Sinai's  top  proclaims  his  law  : 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  in  hafte  j 

But  keep  a;,  awful  diliance  dill, 

Let  Mofes  round  the  facred  hill 

The  circling  limits  draw.  49 

Harkl  the  fhrill  echos  of  the  trumpet  roar, 

And  call  the  trembling  armies  near  : 

Slow  and  unwilling  they  appear; 

Rails  kept  them  from  the  mount  before, 

Now  from  the  rails  their  fear :  4.5 

5Twas  the  fame  herald,  and  the.  trump  the  fame, 

Which  mall  be  blown  by  high  command, 

Shall  bid  the  wheels  of  nature  ftand, 

And  Heav'n's  eternal  will  proclaim, 
That  time  (hall  be  no  more.  53 

Thus,  while  the  lab'ring  angel  fwells  the  found, 

And  rent  the  Ikies,  and  fhook  the  ground, 
Up  rofe  th' Almighty  :  round  his  fapphire  feat, 

Adoring  thrones  in  order  fell  ; 

The  lelfer  pow'rs  at  diftance  dwell,  55 

And  caft  their  glories  down  fuccelTive  at  his  feet ; 

Gabriel  the  Great  prepares  his  way, 
u  Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  doors,"  he  cries; 

Th'eternal  doors  his  word  obey, 

Open,  and  (hoot  celeftial  day  60 

Upon  the  lower  fkies. 

Heav'n's  mighty  pillars  bow'd  their  heads, 
As  their  Creator  bid. 
And  down  Jehovah  rode  from  the  fuperior  fphere, 
A  thoufand  guards  before,  and  myriads  in  the  rear. 
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His  chariot  was  a  pitchy  cloud  ;  66 

The  wheels  befet  with  burning  gems  ; 

The  winds  in  harnefs  with  the  flames, 
Flew  o'er  th'  ethereal  road  : 

Down  turo'  his  magazines  he  part:  7© 

Or"  haii,  and  ice,  and  fleecy  fnow, 

Swift  roll'd  the  triumph,  and  as  faft 
Did  hail,  and  ice,  and  melted  rivers  flow. 

The  day  was  mingled  with  the  night, 
His  feet  on  folid  darknefs  trod,  75- 

His  radiant  eyes  pre  claim'd  the  God, 
And  fcatter'd  dreadful  light  ; 
He  breath'd,  and  fulphur  ran,  a  fiery  ftream  : 
He  fpoke,  and  (tho'  with  unknown  fpeed  he  came) 
Chid  the  flow  tempeft  and  the  lagging  flame.      80 

Sinai  receiv'd  his  glorious  flight; 
With  axle  red,  and  glowing  wheel, 
Did  the  winged  chariot  light, 
And  rifing  fmoke  obfeur'd  the  burning  hill. 

Lo  !  it  mounts  in  curling  waves  ;  85 

Lo!   the  gloomy  pride  outbraves 
The  {lately  pyramids  of  fire  : 
The  pyramids  to  heav'n  afpire, 
And  mix  with  ftars,  but  fee  their  gloomy  offspring 

higher. 
So  have  you  feen  ungrateful  ivy  grow  *       90 

Round  the  tall  oak  that  fix f core  years  has  flood, 
And  proudly  fhoot  a  leaf  or  two 
Above  its  kind  fupporter's  utmoft  bough, 
And  glory  there  to  ftand  the  loftieft  of  the  wood. 

Forbear,  young  mufe,  forbear  ;  95 

The  flov  ery  things  that  poets  fay, 
The  little  arts  of  fimile, 

Are  vain  and  ufelefs  here  5 
Nor  fhall  the  burning  hills  of  old 

With  Sinai  be  compar'd,  100 

Nor  all  that  lying  Greece  has  told, 

Or  learned  Rome  has  heard  j 
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^itna  (hall  be  nam'd  no  more, 
i*Etna,  the  torch  of  Sicily  j 

Not  half  fo  high  105 

Her  lightnings  fly, 
Not  half  fo  loud  her  thunders  roar 
'Crofs  the  Sicanian  fea,  to  fright  th'Italian  more. 
Behold  the  facred  hill :   its  trebling  fpire 

Quakes  at  the  terrors  of  the  fire,  11© 

While  all  below  its  verdant  feet 
Stagger  and  reel  under  th'  Almighty  weight : 
PrefVd  with  a  greater  than  feign'd  Atlas'  load. 
Deep  groan'd  the  mount ;  it  never  bore 

Infinity  before,  115 

It  bow'd  and  fhook  beneath  the  burden  of  a  God. 

Frefli  horrors  feize  the  camp  ;  defpair, 

And  dying  groans,  torment  the  air. 

And  fhrieks,  and  iwoons,  and  deaths  were  there  : 
The  bellowing  thunder,  and  the  lightning's  blaze 

Spread  thro'  the  hoft  a  wild  amaze  ;  121 

Darknefson  every  foul,  and  pale  was  every  face  : 

Confus'd  and  difmal  were  the  cries, 

Let  Moles  fpeak,  or  Ifrael  dies  ; 

Mofes  the  fpreading  terror  feels,  125 

No  more  the  man  of  God  conceals 
His  fhivering  and  furprifej 

Yet,  with  recovering  mind,  commands 
Silence,  and  deep  attention,  through  the  Hebrew 
bands. 

Hark  !  from  the  centre  of  the  flame,  130 

All  arm'd  and  feather'd  with  the  fame, 
Majeftic  founds  break  through  the  fmoky  cloud: 

Sent  from  the  All-creating  tongue, 
A  flight  of  cherubs  guard  the  words  along, 
And  bear  their  fiery  law  to  the  retreating  crowd. 

u  T  am  the  Lord:   'tis  I  proclaim  136 

"  That  glorious  and  that  fearful  name, 

M  Thy  God  and  King;  'twas  I  that  broke 
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"  Thy  bondage,  and  th' Egyptian  yoke  ; 
«*  Mine  is  the  right  to  fpeak  my  will,  140 

"  A::d  thine  the^duty  to  fulfil. 
•'  Adore  no  God  beiide  me,  to  provoke  mine  eyes: 
•'  Nor  worfhip  me  in  fhapes  and  forms  that  men 

11  devife  : 
*'  With  reverence  ufe  my  name,  nor  turn  my  words 

"  to  jeft : 
'*  Obferve  my  fabbath  well,  nor  dare  profane  my 

"reft:  145 

u  Honour  and  due  obediei.ce  to  thy  parents  give  ; 
"  Nor  fpill  the  guiltlefs  blood,  nor  let  the  guilty 

"  live: 
"  Preferve  thv  body  chafte,  and  flee  th'unlawfur 

u  bed  : 
*(  Nor  fteal  thy  neighbour's  gold,  his  garment,  or 

"  his  bread  :  149 

"  Forbear  to  blaft  his  name  with  fatfchoodcr  deceit, 
"  Nor  let  thy  willies  loofe  upon  his  large  eftate/1. 

REMEMBER  YOUR  CREATOR,  &c, 

ECCLES.   XII. 

CHILDREN,  to  your  Creator  God, 

Your  early  honours  pay, 
While  vanity  and  youtiilul  blood 

Would  tempt  your  thoughts  aftray. 

The  memory  of  his  mighty  name,  5 

Demands  your  firft  regard  ; 
Nor  dare  indulge  a  meaner  flame, 

Till  you  have  lov'd  the  Lord. 

Be  wife,  and  make  his  favour  fure, 

Before  themournfrl  day,  10 

When  youth  and  miith  are  known  no  more, 

And  life  and  itrcngth  decay. 

No  more  the  ble flings  of  a  feafi 
Shall  relifh  on  the  tongue, 
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The  heavy  ear  forgets  the  tafte  15 

And  plealure  of  a  long. 

Old  age,  with  all  her  difmal  train, 

Invades  your  golden  years, 
With  fighs,  and  groans,  and  raging  pain, 

And  death,  that  never  fpares.  20 

What  will  ye  do  when  light  departs, 

And  leaves  your  withering  eyes 
Without  one  beam  to  cheer  your  hearts, 

From  the  fuperior  fkies  ? 

How  will  you  meet  God's  frowning  brow,  25 

Or  (land  before  his  feat, 
While  nature's  old  fupporters  bow, 

Nor  bear  their  tottering  weight  ? 

Can  you  expec~t  your  feeble  arms 

Shall  make  a  ftrong  defence  3© 

When  death,  with  terrible  alarms, 

Summon^  the  prifoner  hence  ? 

The  filver  bands  cf  nature  burft, 

And  let  the  building  fall  ; 
The  flefh  goes  down  to  mix  with  duft,  35 

Its  vile  original. 

Laden  with  guilt  (a  heavy  load  ! ) 
Uncleans'd,  and  unforgiv'n, 

The  foul  returns  fan  angry  God, 

To  be  (hut  out  from  heaven. 

SUN,  MOON,  AND  STARS,  PRAISE 
YE  THE  LORD. 

Fairest  of  ail  the  lights  above, 

■u  fun,  whofe  beams  adorn  the  fpheres, 
And  with  unwearied fwiftnefs  move, 
To  form  '  ..  of  our  years ; 

e 
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Praife  the  Creator  of  the  Skies,  5 

That  drefs'd  thine  orb  in  golden  rays; 
Or  may  the  fun  forget  to  rife, 
If  he  forget  his  Maker's  praife. 

Thou  reigning  beauty  of  the  night, 

Fair  queen  of  filence,  filver  moon,  10 

Whofe  gentle  beams,  and  borrow'd  light, 

Are  fofter  rivals  of  the  noon  j 

Arife,  and  to  that  Sovereign  Power, 

Waxing  and  waning  honours  pay, 

"Who  bade  thee  rule  thedufky  hour,  15 

And  half  fupply  the  abfent  day. 

Ye  twinkling  ftars,  who  gild  the  flues 

WThen  darknefs  has  its  curtains  drawn, 

Who  keep  your  watch  with  wakeful  eyes, 

When  bufinefs,  cares,  and  day  are  gone  :  ao 

Proclaim  the  glories  of  your  Lord, 
Difpers'd  thro'  all  the  heavenly  ftreet, 
Whofe  boundlefs  treafures  can  afford 
So  rich  a  pavement  for  his  feet. 

Thou  heaven  of  heavens,  fupremely  bright,^     35 
lair  palace  of  the  court  divine, 
Where,  with  inimitable  light, 
The  Godhead  condefcends  to  fhine  ? 

Praife  thou  thy  great  Inhabitant, 

Who  fcatters  lovely  beams  of  grace  3$ 

On  every  angel,  every  faint, 

Nor  veils  the  luftre  of  his  face. 

O  God  of  glory  !   God  of  love  ! 

Thou  art  the  fun  that  makes  our  days ; 

With  all  thy  mining  works  above, 

Let  earth  and  dull  attempt  thy  praife.  3C 
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THE   WELCOME    MESSENGER, 

LORD,  when  we  fee  a  faint  of  thine 

Lie  gafping  out  his  breath, 
With  longing  eyes,  and  looks  divine, 

Smiling  and  pleas'd  in  death  ; 

How  could  we  ev'n  contend  to  lay  '£ 

Our  limbs  upon  that  bed ! 
We  afk  thine  envoy  to  convey 

Our  fpirits  in  his  (lead. 

Our  fouls  are  rifing  on  the  wing, 

To  venture  in  his  place,  10 

For  when  grim  Death  has  loft  his  fting, 

He  has  an  angel's  face. 

Jefus,  then,  purge  my  crimes  away, 

'Tis  guilt  creates  my  fears, 
'Tis  guilt  gives  death  his  fierce  array,  15 

And  all  the  arms  he  bears. 

Oh  !  if  my  threatening  fins  were  gone, 

And  Death  had  loft  his  fting, 
I  could  invite  the  angel  on, 

And  chide  his  lazy  wing.  Sft 

Away  thefe  interpofing  days, 

And  let  the  lovers  meet ; 
The  angel  has  a  cold  embrace. 

But  kind,  and  foft,  and  fweet. 

I'd  leap  at  once  my  feventy  years,  2$ 

I'd  rufh  into  his  arms, 
And  lofe  my  breath,  and  all  my  cares 

Amidft  thofe  heavenly  charms. 


c  3 
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Joyful,  I'd  lay  this  body  down, 
And  leave  the  lifelefs  clay, 

Without  a  figh,  without  a  groan, 
And  itretch  and  foar  away. 


SINCERE  PRAISE. 

Almighty  Maker,  God! 

Kow  wondrous  is  thy  name  ! 
Thy  glories  how  ditfus'd  abroad 
Through  the  creation's  frame  I 

Nature  in  every  drefs  5 

Her  humble  homage  pays, 
And  finds  a  thoufand  ways  t'exprefs 
Thine  undiilembrd  praife. 

In  native  white  and  red 

The  rofe  and  lily  ftand,  10 

And,  free  from  pride,  their  beauties  fpread^ 
To  (hew  thy  ikilful  hand. 

The  lark  mounts  up  the  fky. 
With  unambitious  fong, 
And  bears  her  Maker's  praife  on  high,  m      15 

Upon  her  artlefs  tongue. 

My  foul  would  rife  and  fing 
To  her  Creator  too, 
Fain  would  my  tongue  adore  my  King, 

And  pay  the  worihip  due  ;  20 

But  pride,  that  bufy  fin, 
Spoils  all  that  I  perform  ; 
Curs'd  pride,  that  creeps  fecurely  in, 
And  fwell-^  a  haughty  worm. 

Thy  glories  I  abate,  25 

Or  praife  thee  with  defign  j 
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Some  of  the  favours  I  forget, 
Or  think  the  merit  mine. 

The  very  fongs  I  frame 

Are  faithlefs  to  thy  caufe,  30 

And  ileal  the  honours  of  thy  name 
To  build  their  own  applaufe. 

Create  my  foul  anew, 
Elfe  all  my  worship's  vain  ; 
This  wretched  heart  will  ne'er  be  true,  35 

Until  'tis  form'd  again. 

Defcend,  celeftial  fire, 
And  feize  me  from  above  ; 
Melt  me  in  flames  of  pure  defire, 
A  facrifice  to  love.  40 

Let  joy  and  worfhip  fpend, 
The  remnant  of  my  days 
And  to  my  God,  my  foul,  afcend, 

In  fweet  perfumes  of  praife.  44 


TRUE  LEARNING. 

PARTLY     IMITATED    FROM    A     FRENCH     SONNET 
OF   M.   POIRET. 

HAPPY  the  feet  that  fliinin^  truth  has  led, 
With  her  own  hand,  to  tread  the  path  ihc  pleafe, 
To  fee  her  native  luftre  round  her  fpread, 

Without  a  veil,  without  a  fhade, 
All  beauty,  and  all  light,  as  in  herfclf  (he  is.         5 

Our  fenfes  cheat  us  with  the  pre  fling  crowds 
Of  painted  ihapes  they  thruft  upon  the  mind  : 
The  truth  they  mew  lies  wrapt  in  fev'nfold  lhrouds, 

Our  fenfes  catt  a  rhoufand  clouds 
On    unenlighten'd   fouls,    and   leave  them  doubly 
blind.  10 

c    3 
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I  hate  the  duir.  that  tierce  difputers  raife, 
And  lofe  the  mind  in  a  wild  maze  of  thought  : 
What  empty  triflings,  and  what  empty  ways 

To  fence  and  guard  by  rule  and  rote  ! 
Our  God  will  never  charge  us,  that  we  know  them 
not.  15 

Touch,    heavenly  Word,  O  touch   thefe   curious 

fouls  ; 
Since  I  have  heard  but  one  foft  hint  from  thee, 
Prom  ail  the  vain  opinions  of  the  fchools 

(That  pageantry  of  knowing  fools) 
I  feel  my  powers  releas'd,  and  ftand  divinely  free.  20 

'Twas  this  almighty  Word  that  all  tilings  made, 
He*grafps  whole  nature  in  his  Tingle  hand  ; 
AH  the  eternal  truths  in  him  are  laid, 

The  ground  of  all  things  and  their  head, 
The  cncie  where  they  move,  and  centre  where  they 
ftand.  25 

Without  his  aid,  T  have  no  fure  defence 
From  1    .ops  of  errors  that  befiege  me  round  ; 
But  he  that  refts  his  reafon  and  his  fenfe 

Faft  here,  and  never  wanders  hence, 
Unmoveable  he  dwells,  upon  unihaken  ground.  50 

Infinite  Truth,  the  life  of  my  defires, 
Come  from  the  iky,  and  join  thyfelf  to  me  ; 
i'1.1  tir'd  with  hearing,  and  this  leading  tires  ; 

But  never  tir'd  of  telling  thee, 
''Tis,  th)  fair  face  alone  my  fpirit  burns  to  fee.     35 

Speak  to  my  foul,  alone,  no  other  hand 
Shall  mark  my  path  out  with  deluuve  art  : 
All  nature  filent  in  his  prefence  ftand; 

Creatures,  be  dumb  at  his  command,  39 

his  (ingle  wkc  towhifperto  my  heart. 
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Retire,  my  foul,  within  thyfelf  retire, 
Away  from  fenfe  and  every  outward  mow  : 

t  my  thoughts  to  loftier  themes  afpire, 
My  knowledge  now  on        vis  of  fire  44 

May  mount  and  fpread  abo\  e,  fui  vt  ring  all  below. 

The  Lord  grows  lavifh  of  his  heavenly  light, 
And  pours  whole  floods  on  fuch  a  mind  as  this  : 
Fled  from  the  eyes,  (he  gains  a  piercing  fight, 

She  dives  into  the  infinite,  49 

And  fees  unutterable  things  in  that  unknown  abyfs. 


TRUE  WISDOM. 

PRONOUNCE  him  blelt,  my  mufe,  whom  wifr 

dom  guides 

In  her  own  oath  to  her  own  heavenly  feat  ; 
Through  all  the  ftorms  his  foul  fecurely glides, 

Nor  can  the  tempefts,  nor  the  tides, 
That  riie  and  roar  around,  fur  plant  his  fteady  feet. 

Earth,  you  may  let  your  golden  arrows  fly,       6 
And  leek,  in  vain,  a  paflage  to  his  breaft, 
Spread  all  your  painted  toys  to  court  his  eye, 
He  (mites,  and  lees  them  vainly  try 

To  lure  his  foul  aiide  from  her  eternal  reft.  10 

Our  headftrong  lulls,  like  a  young  fiery  horfe, 
Start,  and  flee  raging  in  a  violent  courfe  ; 
}ie  tames  and  breaks  them,  managesand  ri4es  them, 
Checks  their  career,  and  turns  and  guides  them, 

And  bids  his  reafon  bridle  their  licentious  force.  15 

Lord  of  himfelf,  he  rules  his  wildeft  thoughts, 
And  boldly  acts  what  calmly  he  defign'd, 
While  he  looks  down  and  pities  human  faults  ; 
Nor  can  he  think  nor  can  he  find 
A  plague  like  reigning  paflions,  and  a  fubjeft  mind, 
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But  oh  !  tis  mighty  toil  to  reach  this  height,   21 
To  vanquiih  f<  If  is  a  laborious  art ; 
What  raai  ly  cour  ,ht 

'I  (.  bear  rh:  noble  pain,  and  part 
With  thofe  dear  charming  tempters  rooted  in  the 
heart !  25 

'  lis  hard  to  ftand  when  nil  the  paflfoni  move, 
Hai  the  eye  that  paflion  bli. 

To  rend  and  tear  out  this  unhappy  lo 
That 
And  where   t  If  enchanted   foul    fo   fweel    a  poifon 
finds.  30 

Hard  ;   but  it  may  be  done.   Come,  heavenly  fire, 

Come  to  m.)  I 

Me'r  off  my  luftS,  my  R  car 

A  v.  ml..-  r 

But  not  be  ehain'd  ^nd  prifon'd  io  a  cage  ol  1 

•en  is  my  home,  and  I  m 
Sublime  above  the  globe  my  Sight  afpires  : 
I  have  a  fo  il  was  made  to  pity  k\ 
And  all  riicir  little  glittering  thifl 
I  have  a  foul  w;ia  made  for  infinite  defire-..  40 

Loos'd  from  the  earth,  my  heart  is  upward  flown; 

Farewel,  my  friends,  and  all  that  once  was  mine  ; 

,  mould  you  fix  my  feet  on  Cx  Car's  throne, 

L  rovrn  me,  and  call  the  world  my  - 

The  gold  that  binds  my  brows  could  ne'er  my  foul 

confine.  45 

T  am  the  Lord's,  and  fefus  is  my  love  ; 
lie,  that  dear  God,  (hall  fill  my  vaft  deilrc. 
My  flefli  below;   yet  I  can  dwell  above, 
And  nearer  to  my  Saviour  move  ; 
7  here  all  my  foul  lhall  centre,  all  my  powers  con- 
fpire.  50 
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Thus  I  with  angels  live  ;  thus,  half-divine, 
I  lir-  on  High,  nor  mind  inferior  joys  ; 

Fill'd  with  his  love,  I  feel  that  God  is  mine, 
His  glory  is  my  great  deiign,  54 

.  everlafting  project  all  my  thoughts  employs. 


A  SONG  TO  CREATING  WISDOM. 


PART  I. 

El'KRN  AL  Wifdom,  thee  we  praife, 

Thee  the  creation  lings : 
With  thy  loud  name,  rocks,  hilLs  and  fcas, 

And  heaven's  high  palace,  rings. 

Place  me  on  the  bright  wings  of  day  5 

To  travel  with  the  fun; 
With  what  amaze  lhall  I  furvey 

The  wonders  thou  halt  done  ! 

Thy  hand  how  wide  it  fpread  the  iky  ! 

How  glorious  to  behold  i  10 

Ting'd  with  a  blue  of  heavenly  dye. 

And  ftarr'd  with  fparkling  gold. 

There  thou  haft  bid  the  globes  of  light 

Their  endlef  ( ircles  ru 
1  here  the  pale  planet  rules  the  night, 

And  day  obeys  the  fun.  16 


PART  11. 

Downward  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes 
On  clouds  and  (forms  below, 

Thole  under-regions  of  the  ikies 
Thy  numerous  glories  (how. 
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The  noify  winds  ftand  ready  ther«  5 

Thy  orders  to  obey, 
With  founding  wings  they  fwcep  the  air, 

To  make  thy  chariot  way. 

There,  like  a  trumpet,  loud  and  ftrong, 

Thy  thunder  makes  our  coaft  :  10 

While  the  red  lightnings  wave  along, 
The  banners  of  thine  holt. 

Cn  the  thin  air,  without  I  prop, 

Hang  fruitful  fliowers  around  : 
At  thy  command  they  fink,  and  drop 

Their  fatnefs  on  the  ground.  16 


PART   III. 

Now  to  the  earth  I  bend  my  fong, 

And  cad  my  eyes  abroad, 
Glancing  the  Britifh  illes  along; 

Bleft  Lies,  confefs  your  God. 

How  did  his  wondrous  (kill  array 
Your  fields  in  charming  green  ; 

A  thoufand  herbs  his  art  difplay, 
A  thoufand  flowers  between  ! 

Tall  oaks  for  future  navies  grow, 

Fair  Albion's  beft  defence, 
While  corn  and  vines  rejoice  below, 

Thofe  luxuries  of  fenfe. 

The  bleating  flocks  his  pafture  feeds  : 

And  herds,  of  larger  fize, 
That  bellow  through  the  Lindian  meads, 

His  bounteous  hand  fuppiies. 
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PART   IV. 

We  fee  the  Thames  carefs  the  mores, 

He  glides  her  filver  flood  ; 
While  angry  Severn  {'wells  and  roars, 

Yet  hears  a  ruler  God. 

The  rolling  mountains  of  the  deep  5 

Obferve  his  (hong  command  ; 
His  breath  can  raife  the  billows  fteep, 

Or  fink  them  to  the  land. 

Amidft  thy  watery  kingdoms,  Lord, 

The  finny  nations  play, 
And  f'caly  monfters,  at  thy  word, 

Rum  through  the  northern  fea.  la 


part  v. 

Thy  glories  blaze  all  nature  round, 

And  ftrike  the  gazing  fight, 
Through  fkies,  and  leas,  and  folid  ground, 

With  terror  and  delight. 


Infinite  flrength,  and  equal  fkill, 
Shine  through  the  worlds  abroad, 

Our  fouls  with  vaft  amazement  fill, 
And  fpeak  the  builder  God. 

But  the  fweet  beauties  of  thy  grace 
Our  fofter  pallions  move  ; 

Pity  divine  in  Jefus1  face 
We  fee,  adore,  and  love. 
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GOD'S  ABSOLUTE  DOMINION. 

JLoRD,  when  my  thoughtful  foul  furvcys 

Fire,  air,  and  earth,  and  (lars  and  feas, 
I  call  them  all  thy  (laves  j 

Commifliorfd  by  ray  Father's  will, 

Poifons  ihall  cure,  or  balms  ihall  kill  ;  5 

Vernal  funs,  or  zephyrs1  breath, 

May  burn  or  blaft  the  plants  to  death 
That  (harp  December  (a\ 

What  can  winds  or  planets  boaft 

But  a  precarious  power  ?  1 0 

The  fun  is  all  in  darknefs  loft, 

Froft  ihall  be  fire,  and  fire  be  ffoft, 
When  he  appoints  the  hour. 

Lo !   the  Norwegians,  near  the  polar  flcy, 

Chafe  their  frozen  limbs  with  fnow,  15 

Their  frozen  limbs  awake  and  glow  ; 

The  vital  flame,  touched  with  a  ftrange  fupply, 

Rekindles,  for  the  God  of  life  is  nigh  : 

He  bids  the  vital  blood  in  wonted  circles  flow. 
Cold  fteel,  expos'd  to  northern  air,  20 

Drinks  the  meridian  fury  of  the  midnight  bear, 
And  burns  th'unwary  ftranger  there. 
Enquire,  my  foul,  of  ancient  fame, 
Look  back  two  thou  land  years,  and  fee 
Th'Aflyrian  prince  transformed  a  brute,  25 

For  boafting  to  be  abfolute  : 

Once  to  his  court  the  God  or  Ifrael  came, 
A  king  more  abfolute  than  he... 
I  lee  the  furnace  blaze  with  rage 
Sevenfold:   I  fee,  am  id  ft  the  flame,  30 

Three  Hebrews,  of  immortal  name  : 

'ihey  move,  they  walk  acrofs  the  burning  ftage, 
Unhurt,  and  fearlefs;  while  the  tyrant  fix 
A  ftatue  ;  fear  congealed  his  blood' : 
Nor  did  the  raging  element  dare  35 

Attempt  their  garments  or  their  hair  : 
It  knew  the  Lord  of  nature  there. 
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ire,  comreil'd  by  a  mfe, 

breaks  her  own  eternal  laws, 
.Sow  feems  to  break  them,  and  obeys  40 

f-!er  fovereign  King  in  dii 
Father,  how  bright  thy  glories  iliine  \ 
How  broad  thy  kingdom,  how  divine  ! 
Nature,  ar.d  miracle, and  fate,  and  chance,  are  thine. 


Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  idols,  ric 


•  ■> 


Ye  founding  names  of  vanity  : 

No  more  my  lips  mail  facrince 

To  chance  and  nature,   tales  and  lies  : 
Creatures  without  a  god  can  yield  me  no  fuppl 

What  is  the  fun,  or  what  the  made,  50 

Or  frofts,  or  flames,  to  kill  < 
I  is  my  life,  his  lips  pronounce  me  dead  ; 

And  as  his  awful  dictates  bid, 

i. ...  th  is  my  mother  or  my  grave.  54 


CONDESCENDING  GFVACE. 

IN    IMITATION     OF     PSALM    CX1V. 

Wh  E  N  the  Eternal  bows  the  ikies, 

To  vifit  earthly  things, 
With  fcorn  divine  he  turns  his  eyes 

From  towers  of  haughty  kings  ; 

Rides  on  a  cloud,  difdainful,  by  5 

A  fultanor  a  czar, 
Laughs  at  the  worms  that  rife  fo  high, 

Or  frowns  them  from  afar  : 

Fie  bids  his  awful  chariot  roll 

Far  downward  from  the  Ikies,  id 

To  vifit  every  humble  foul, 

With  pleasure  in  his  eyes. 

Why  mould  the  Lord,  that  reigns  above, 
Difdain  fo  lofty  kings  ? 
H 
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Say,  Lord,  and  why  fuch  look.,  of  love  15 

Upon  ftich  worthlefs  things  1 

Mortals,  be  dumb:  what  creature  daras 

Difpute  his  awful  will  ? 
Alk  no  account  of  his  affairs, 

But  tremble,  and  be  ft  ill.       -  >• 

J uft  like  his  nature  is  hi 
All  I 

•  tl 
How  deep  thy  judg  lent  24 


THE 

DOME  feraph,  le.V.  ;ue, 

Or  harp  of  golden  ftrii 
That  I  may  raife  a  lofty   I 

To  our  eternal  K: 

Thy  nauies,  how  infinite  they  he  !  5 

( Jreat  Everlafting  One  ! 
Boundiefs  thy  : 

And  unconfin'd  thy  thj 

Thy  glories  mine  of  wondYous  fize, 

And  wond'rous  la:  ace;  io 

Immortal  day  breaks  fro 

And  Gabriel  veils  his  face. 

Thine  effence  is  a  vaft  ab 

Which  angels  cannot  found, 
An  ocean  of  infinities,  1$ 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drewn'd. 

The  myfteries  of  creation  lie 

Beneath  enlighten'd  minds  ; 
Thoughts  can  afcend  above  the  fky, 

And  fly  before  the  wind* ;  20 
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Reafon  may  grafp  the  mafify  hills, 

An-i  ftretcn  from  pole  to  pole  : 
But  half  thy  name  our  fpirit  fills, 

And  overloads  our  foul. 

In  vain  our  haughty  reafon  fweils,  25 

For  nothing's  found  in  Thee 
Eut  boundlefs  unconceivables, 

And  vafi:  eternity.  38 


CONFESSION  AND  PARDON. 

ALAS,   my  aching  heart ! 
Here  the  keen  torment  lies  ; 
It  racks  n  hours  with  fmart, 

And  frights  my  Numbering  eyes. 

Guilt  will  be  hid  no  more,  5 

My  griefs  take  vent  apace, 
The  crimes  that  blot  my  confeience  o'er 
Flufh  crimfon  in  my  face. 

My  forrows,  like  a  flood, 
Impatient  of  reftraint,  i» 

Into  thy  boibra,  O  my  God  ! 

Pour  out  a  long  complaint. 

Th;s  impious  heart  of  mine 
Could  once  defy  the  Lord, 
Could  rufh  with  violence  on  to  fin^  15 

In  y  f  thy  fword  ! 

How  often  have  I  flood 
A  rebel  to  tl 
The  calls,  the  tenders  of  a  God, 

And  mercy's  loudeft  cries  -  to 

Ke  offers  all  his  grace, 
And  ail  n  to  me  ; 

H   2 
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Offers!  but 'tis  to  ienfelefs  brafs, 
That  cannot  feel  nor  fee. 

jefus,  the  Saviour,  (lands  1% 

To  court  me  from  above  ; 
And  looks  and  fpreads  his  wounded  hands, 
And  (hews  the  prints  of  love. 

But  I,  a  ftupid  fool ! 

How  long  have  I  withftood  30 

The  bleffings  purchas'd  with  his  foul, 
And  paid  lor  all  in  blood  ! 

The  heavenly  Dove  came  down, 
And  tender'd  me  his  wings 
To  mount  me  upward  to  a  crown,  35 

And  bright  immortal  things. 

Lord,  I'm  afham'd  to  fay 
That  I  refus'd  thy  Dove, 
And  fcnt  thy  Spirit  griev'd  away, 

To  his  own  realms  of  love.  43 

Not  all  thine  heavenly  charms, 
Nor  terrors  of  thy  hand. 
Could  force  me  to  lay  down  my  arms, 
And  bow  to  thy  command. 

Lord,  'tis  againft  thy  face  45 

My  fins  like  arrows  rife, 
And  yet,  and  yet  (O  matchlefs  grace  !) 
Thy  thunder  filent  lies. 

O  (hall  I  never  feel 

The  meltings  of  thy  love  ?  5» 

Am  I  of  fuch  h  ell-hard  cn'd  (teel 
That  mercy  cannot  move  > 

Now  for  one  powerful  glance, 
Dear  Saviour,  from  thy  face  ; 
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This  rebel  heart  no  more  withftands, 
But  links  beneath  thy  grace. 

O'ercome  by  dying  love,   I  fall, 
Here  at  thy  crofs  I  lie  ; 
And  throw  my  foul,  my  fleih,  my  all, 

And  weep,  and  love,  and  die.  <So 

*' Rife,"  fays  the  Prince vof  mercy,  "rife  1" 
With  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes  : 
*'  Rife,  and  beheld  my  wounded  veins, 
*'  Here  flows  the  blood  to  warn  thy  flams. 

•«*  See  my  great  Father  reconcil'd  :'*  6$ 

He  laid  :    and  lo,  the  Father  fmil'd  : 

The  joyful  cherubs  clapp'd  their  wi 

And  founded  grace  on  all  their  fixings.  6S 


y^iJSG  MEN  AND  MAIDENS,  OLD  MEN 
AND  BABES,  PRAISE  YE  THE  LORD! 

PSAL.    CXLVIII.    12. 

SONS  of  Adam,  bold  and  young, 

In  the  Wild  mazes  of  whofe  veins 

A  flood  of  fiery  vigour  reigns, 
And  wields  your  active  limbs,  with  hardy  /mews 
ftrurig; 

Fall  proftrate  at  th'eternal  throne,  5 

Whence  your  precarious  powers  depend  ; 
Nor  fwell  as  if  your  lives  were  all  your  own, 

But  choofe  your  Maker  for  your  friend  ; 
His   favour  is  your  life,  his  arm  is  your  fupport, 
His  hand  can  ftretch  your  days,    or  cut  your  mi- 
nutes ihort.  10 

Virgins,  who  roll  your  artful  eyes, 
And  ftiopt  delicious  danger  thence  5 
1*3 
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Swift  the  lovely  lightning  flies, 
And  melts  our  reaibn  down  to  fenfe ; 

Boaft  not  of  thofe  withering  charms  •  15 

That  mud  yield  their  youthful  grace 
To  age  and  wrinkles,  earth  and  worms  ; 
But  love  the  Author  of  your  fmiling  face  ; 
That  heavenly  Bridegroom  claims  vour  blooming 
hours : 
O  make  it  your  perpetual  care  20 

To  pleafe  that  Kverlafting  Fair  ; 
His  beauties  are  the  fun,  and  but  the  fhade  isyour's. 

Infants  whofe  different  deftinies 

Are  wove  with  threads  .of  different  fize  ; 

Bat  from  the  fame  fpring-tide  of  tears,  25 

Commence  your  hopes,  and  joys,  and  fears, 

(A  tedious  train  !)  and  date  your  following  years  : 
Break  your  firft  filence  in  his  praife 
Who  wrought  your  wondrous  frame  : 

With  founds  of  tendered  accents  raife  30 

Your  honours  to  his  name  ; 

And  coniecrate  your  early  days 

To  know  the  Power  fupreme.    ■ 

Ye  I  it-ads  of  venerable  sge, 

Juft  marching  off  the  mortal  ftage,  35 

Fathers,  v.  hofe  vital  threads  are  fpun 
As  long  as  e'er  the  glafs  of  life  would  run, 

Adore  the  hand  that  led  your  way 

Through  flowery  fields,  a  fair  long  Cummer's  day  ; 

Gaf p  out  your  foul  in  praifes  to  the  fovereign  power 

7*hat   f'et  your  weft  fo  diilant  from  your  dawning 

ur,  41 


HOKJE   LYRICS.       BOOK  I.  47 

FLYING  FOWL,  AND  CREEPING  THINGS, 
PRAISE  YE  THE  LORD, 

PSAL.   CXLVIII.    10. 

SWEET  flocks,  whofe  foft  enamell'd  wing 

Swift  and  gently  cleaves  the  iky  ; 
Whofe  charming  notes  addrefs  the  fpring 

With  an  artlefs  harmony. 

Lovely  minftrels  of  the  field,  5 

Who  in  leafy  fhadows  fit, 

And  your  wondrous  ftruclures  build, 
Awake  your  tuneful  voices  to  the  dawning  light  : 
To  Nature's  God  your  firff.  devotions  pay, 

Ere  you  falute  the  rifing  day,  10 

'Tis  he  calls  up  the  fun,  and  gives  him  every  ray. 

Serpents,  who  o'er  the  meadows  Aide, 

And  wear  upon  your  mining  back 

Numerous  ranks  of  gaudy  pride, 

Which  thoufand  mingling  colours  make  ;         15 

Let  the  fierce  glances  of  your  eyes 

Rebate  their  baleful  fire  : 
Tn  harmlefs  play  twill  and  unfold 
The  volumes  of  your  fcaly  gold  : 
That  rich  embroidery  of  your  gay  attire,  20 

Proclaims  your  Maker  kind  and  wife. 

Infe'ls  and  mites,  of  mean  degree, 

That  fwarm  in  myriads  o'er'the  land, 

Moulded  by  Wifdom's  artful  hand, 
And  curl'd  and  painted  with  a  various  dye  ;         25 

In  your  innumerable  forms 

Praife  him  that  wears  th'ethereal  crown, 

And  bends  his  lofty  counfels  down 

To  defpicable  worms.  29 
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THE  COMPARISON  AND  COMPLAINT. 

INFINITE  Power,  eternal  Lord, 

How  foverelgn  is  thy  hand  ! 
All  nature  rof'e  t'obey  thy  word. 

And  moves  at  thy  command. 

With  fleady  courfe  thy  mining  fun  5 

Keeps  his  appointed  way  ; 
And  all  the  hours  obedient  run 

The  circle  of  the  day. 

But  ah!   how  wide  my  fpirit  flies, 

And  wanders  from  her  God  !  u 

My  foul  forgets  the  heavenly  prize, 

And  treads  the  downward  road. 

The  raging  fire,  and  ftormy  fea, 

Perforin  thine  awful  will, 
And  every  beaft  and  every  tree,  15 

Thy  great  defigns  fulfil  : 

While  my  wild  pafiions  rage  within, 

Nor  thy  commands  obey  ; 
And  flefh  and  fenfe,  enflav'd  to  fin. 

Draw  my  beft  thoughts  away  :  »     2d 

Shall  creatures  of  a  meaner  frame 

Pay  all  thy  dues  to  thee  ; 
Creatures,  that  never  knew  thy  name, 

That  never  lov'd  like  me  ? 

Great  God,  create  my  foul  anew,  25 

Conform  my  heart  to  thine, 
Melt  down  my  will  and  let  it  flow, 

And  take  the  mould  divine. 

Seize  my  whole  frame  into  thine  hand  ; 
Here  ail  my  powers  I  bring  j  3-0 
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Manage  the  wheels  by  thy  command, 
And  govern  every  fpring. 

Then  mall  my  feet  no  more  depart, 

Nor  wandering  fenfes  rove  ; 
Devotion  mall  be  all  my  heart,  35 

And  all  my  paffions  love. 

Then  not  the  fun  fhall  more  than  I 

His  Maker's  law  perform, 
Nor  travel  fwifter  through  the  fky, 

Nor  with  a  zeal  fo  warm.  40 


GOD  SUPREME  AND  SELF-SUFFICIENT, 

W  HAT  is  our  God,  or  what  his  name, 
Nor  men  can  learn,  nor  angels  teach  : 
He  dwells  conceard  in  radiant  flame, 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  thoughts  can  reach. 

The  fpacious  worlds  of  heavenly  light,  5 

Compar'd  with  him,  how  ihort  they  fall  ! 
They  are  too  dark,  and  he  too  bright, 
Nothing  are  they,  and  God  is  all. 

He  fpoke  the  wondrous  word,  and,  lo  ! 
Creation  rofe  at  his  command  :  10 

Whirlwinds  and  feas  their  limits  know, 
Bound  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 

There  refts  the  earth,  there  roll  the  fpheres, 
There  Nature  leans,  and  feels  her  prop  : 
But  his  own  Self-fumcience  bears  15 

The  weight  of  his  own  glories  up. 

The  tide  of  creatures  ebbs  and  flows, 

Meafuring  their  changes  by  the  moon  : 

No  ebb  his  fea  of  glory  knows, 

His  age  is  one  eternal  moon.  20 
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Then  flv,  my  forvg,  an  endlefs  round, 

The  lofty  tune  let  Michael  raife  ; 

All  nature  dwell  upon  the  found, 

But  we  can  ne'er  fulfil  the  praife.  24 


JESUS   THE  ONLY  SAVIOUR. 

ADAM,  our  father  and  our  head, 
Tranfgrefs'd,  and  juftice  doom'd  us  dead: 
The  fiery  law  (peaks  all  defpair, 
There's  no  reprieve,  nor  pardon  there. 

Call  a  bright  council  in  the  fkies  ;  5 

ii  Seraph:;,  the  mighty  and  the  wife, 
"  Say,  what  expedient  can  you  give  ? 
"  That  fin  be  damn'd,  and  finners  live  ? 

(l  Speak,  are  you  ftrong  to  bear  the  load, 

"  The  weighty  vengeance  of  a  God  ?  so 

"  Which  of  you  loves  our  wretched  race, 

**  Or  dares  to  venture  in  our  place  ?" 

In  vain  we  afk  :  for  all  around 
Stands  filence  through  the  heavenly  ground  : 
There's  not  a  glorious  mind  above  15 

Has  half  the  flrength  or  half  the  love. 

But,  O  unutterable  grace  ! 

Th'eternal  Son  takes  Adam's  place  : 

Down  to  our  world  the  Saviour  flies, 

Stretches  his  naked  arms,  and  dies.  s* 

Juftice  was  pleas'd  to  bruife  the  God. 
And  pay  its  wrongs  with  heavenly  blood  ; 
What  unknown  racks  and  pangs  he  bore  ! 
Then  rofe  :    The  law  could  afk  no  more. 


Amazing  work!   look  down,  ye  fkies,  25 

Wonder  and  gaze  with  all  your  eyes ; 
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Ye  heavenly  thrones,  ftoop  from  above, 
And   bow  to  this  myfterious  iove. 

See,  how  they  bend  !   See  how  they  look, 

Long  they  had  read  th'eternal  book,  30 

And  ftudied  dark  decrees  in  vain, 

The  crofs  and  Calvary  makes  them  plain. 

Now  they  are  (truck  with  deep  amaze, 

Each  with  his  wings  conceals  his  face  ; 

Now  clap  their  founding  plumes,  and  cry,  25 

*'  The  wifdom  of  a  Deity  !"' 

I.o  '.  they  adore  th'Incarnate  Son, 

And  ling  the  glories  he  hath  wen  ; 

Sing  how  he  broke  our  iron  chains, 

How  deep  he  funk,  how  high  he  reigns.  40 

Triumph  and  reign,  victorious  Lord, 
By  all  thy  flaming  hofrs  ador'd  : 
And  fay,  dear  Conqueror,  lay,  how  long, 
Ere  we  mail  rife  to  join  their  fong. 

Lo,  from  afar  the  promised  day  4; 

Shines  with  a  well  diftinguifrPd  ray  ; 
But  my  wing'd  paflion  hardly  bears 

T  hefe  lengths  of  flow  delaying  years. 

Send  down  a  chariot  from  above, 

With  fiery  wheels,  and  pavM  with  love  ; 

jjtaife  me  beyond  th'ethereal  blue, 

To  ling  and  love  as  angels  do.  5a 


LOOKING  UPWARD. 

1  HE  heavens  invite  mine  eye, 
The  ftars  falute  me  round  ; 
Father,  I  blufh,  i  mourn  to  lie 
Thus  groveling  on  the  ground. 
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My  warmer  fpirits  move,  5 

And  make  attempts  to  fly  ; 
I  wi/h  aloud  for  wings  of  love 
To  raife  me  fwift  and  high, 

Beyond  thofe  cryftal  vaults, 

And  all  their  fparkling  balls  ;  10 

They're  but  the  porches  to  thy  courts, 
And  paintings  on  thy  walls. 

Vain  world,  farewel  to  you  ; 
Heaven  is  my  native  air  : 
I  bid  my  friends  a  fliort  adieu,  15 

Impatient  to  be  there. 

I  feel  my  powers  releas'd 
From  their  old  flefhly  clod  ; 
Fair  guardian,  bear  me  up  in  hafte, 

And  fet  me  near  my  God,  20 


CHRTST  DYING,  RISING,  AND 
REIGNING. 

HE  dies !   the  heavenly  lover  dies  1 
The  tidings  flrike  a  doleful  found 
On  my  poor  heart-firings  :   deep  he  lies 
In  the  cold  caverns  of  the  ground. 

Come,  faints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two, 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  your  God, 
He  fhed  a  thoufand  drops  for  you, 
A  thoufand  drops  of  richer  blood. 

Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree, 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men  ! 
But,  lo  !  what  fudden  joys  I  fee  ! 
Jefus  the  dead  revives  again. 
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The  rifing  God  forfakes  the  tomb, 

Up  to  his  father's  court  he  flies  ; 

Cherubic  legions,  guard  him  home,  15 

And  (hout  him  welcome  to  the  (kies. 

Break  off  your  tears,  ye  faints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns  ; 

Sing  how  he  fpoil'd  the  hods  of  hell, 

And  led  the  monfter,  death,  in  chains.  23 

Say,  live  for  ever,  wondrous  King  ! 

Born  to  redeem,  and  ttrong  to  fave  ! 

Then  aik  the  monfter,  where's  his  fling  ? 

And  where's  thy  victory,  boafting  grave  1  24 


THE  GOD  OF  THUNDER. 

O  THE  immenfe,  th'amazing  height, 
The  boundlefs  grandeur  of  our  God, 
Who  treads  the  worlds  beneath  his  feet. 
And  (ways  the  nations  with  his  nod  ! 

He  fpeaks,  and  lo,  all  nature  (hakes,  5 

Heaven's  everlaiting  pillars  bow  ; 

He  rends  the  clouds  with  hideous  cracks, 

And  ihoots  his  fiery  arrows  through. 

Well,  let  the  nations  ftart  and  fly 

At  the  blue  lightning's  horrid  glare,  10 

Atheifts  and  emperors  (brink  and  die, 

When  flame  and  noife  torment  the  air. 

.Let  noife  and  flame  confound  the  (Ides, 

And  drown  the  fpacious  realms  below, 

Yet  will  we  fing  the  Thunderer's  praife,  r ; 

And  fend  our  loud  hofannas  through. 

Celeftial  King,  thy  blazing  power 
Kindles  our  hearts  to  flaming  joys, 

1 
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We  fhout  to  hear  thy  thunders  roar, 

And  echo  to  our  Father's  voice.  2© 

Thus  (hall  the  God  our  Saviour  come, 

And  lightnings  round  his  chariot  play  : 

Ye  lightnings,  fly  to  make  him  room, 

Ye  glorious  ftorms,  prepare  his  way  !  24 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

AN   ODE.      ATTEMPTED  IN  ENGLISH   SAPPHIC. 

W  HEN  the  fierce  north  wind,  with  his  airy  forces, 
Rears  up  the  Baltic  to  a  foaming  fury, 
And  the  red  lightning,  With  a  ftorm  of  hail,  comes 
Ruining  amain  down  ; 

How  the  poor  failors  ftand  amaz'd,  and  tremble  !  5 
While  the  hoarfe  thunder,  like  a  bloody  trumpet, 
Roars  a  loud  onfet  to  the  gaping  waters 

Quick  to  devour  them. 

Such  malt  the  noife  be,  and  the  wild  diforder, 
(If  things  eternal  may  be  like  thefe  earthly)        10 
Such  the  dire  terror  when  the  great  archangel 

Shakes  the  creation  ; 

Tears  the  ftrong  pillars  of  the  vault  of  heaven, 
Breaks  up  old  marble,  the  repofeof  princes  j 
See  the  graves  open,  and  the  bones  arifing,  15 

Flames  all  around  them. 

Hark  the  fhrill  outcries  of  the  guilty  wretches  ! 
Lively  bright  horror,  and  amazing  anguifh, 
Stare,  through  their  eyelids,  while  the  living  worm 
lies 

Gnawing  within  them. 
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Thoughts,  like  old  vultures,  prey  upon  their  heart- 
ftrings,  21 

And  the  fmart  tinges  when  the  eye  beholds  the 
Lofty  Judge  frowning,  and  a  Hood  or"  vengeance 

Rolling  before  him. 

Horolefs  immortals  !  how  they  fcream  and  fhiver, 
While  devils  pufh  them  to  the  pit,  wide  yawning, 
Hideous  and  gloomy  to  receive  them  headlong- 
Down  to  the  centre. 

Stop  here,  my  fancy  :  (all  away,  ye  horrid 
Doleful  ideas  !)  come,  arife  to  Jefus,  30 

How  he  fits  Godlike,  and  the  faints  around  him, 

Thron'd,  yet  adoring  1 

O  may  I  fit  there  when  he  comes  triumphant, 
Dooming  the  nations  !   then  afcend  to  glory, 
While  our  hofannas  all  along  the  paifage  35 

Shout  the  Redeemer. 


THE  SONG  OF  ANGELS  ABOVE. 

iLARTH  has  detain'd  me  prifoner  lqng, 

And  I'm  grown  weary  now  ; 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  ear,  my  tongue, 

There's  nothing  here  for  you. 

Tir'd  in  my  thoughts,  I  ftretch  me  down,  5 

And  upward  glance  mine  eyes. 
Upward  (my  Father)  to  thy  throne, 

And  to  my  native  Ikies. 

There  the  dear  Man,  my  Saviour,  fits, 

The  God,  how  bright  he  Ihines  1  iO 

And  fcatters  infinite  delights 
On- all  the  happy  minds. 

I  2 
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Seraphs,  with  elevated  (trains, 

Circle  the  throne  around, 
And  move  and  charm  the  flarry  plains  15 

With  an  immortal  found. 

Jefus,  the  Lord,  their  harps  employs, 

Jefus,  my  love,  they  fing  ; 
Jefus,  the  name  of  both  our  joys, 

Sounds  fweet  from  every  firing.  20 

Hark  !  how  beyond  the  narrow  bounds 

Of  time  and  fpace  they  run, 
And  fpeak,  in  mod  majeftic  founds, 

The  godhead  of  the  Son. 

How  on  the  Father's  breaft  he  lay,  2$ 

The  darling  of  his  foul, 
Infinite  years  before  the  day 

Or  heavens  began  to  roll. 

And  now  they  fink  the  lofty  tone, 

And  gentler  notes  they  play,  30 

And  bring  th'eternal  Godhead  down. 

To  dwell  in  humble  clay. 

O  facred  beauties  of  the  Man ! 

(The  God  refides  within)  , 

His  flefh  all  pure,  without  a  (lain,  35 

His  foul  without  a  fin. 

Then,  how  he  looked,  and  how  he  fmil'd, 

What  wondrous  things  he  faid  ! 
Sweet  cherubs,  (lay,  dwell  here  awhile, 

And  tell  what  Jefus  did.  40 

At  his  command  the  blind  awake. 

And  feel  the  gladfome  rays  ; 
He  bids  the  dumb  attempt  to  fpeak, 

They  try  their  tongues  in  praife. 
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He  fhed  a  thoufand  blefiings  round 

Where'er  he  turn'd  his  eye  ? 
He  fpoke,  and  at  the  fovereign  found 

The  hellim  legions  fly. 

Thus  while,  with  unambitious  fbrife, 

Trf ethereal  minftrels  rove  50 

Through  all  the  labours  of  his  life, 

And  wonders  of  his  love, 

In  the  full  choir  a  broken  firing 

Groans  with  a  ftrange  furprize  ; 
The  reft  in  filence  mourn  their  King,  55 

That  bleeds  and  loves,  and  dies. 

Seraph  and  faint,  with  drooping  wings, 

Ceafe  their  harmonious  breath  ; 
No  blooming  trees,  nor  bubbling  fprings, 

While  Jefus  fleeps  in  death.  60 

Then  all  at  once  to  living  ftrains 

They  fumnion  ev'ry  chord, 
Break  up  the  tomb,  and  burft  his  chains, 

And  mow  their  rifing  Lord. 

Around  the  flaming  army  throngs  65 

To  guard  him  to  the  ikies, 
With  loud  hofannas  on  their  tongues, 

And  triumph  in  their  eyes. 

In  awful  ftate  the  conquering  God 

Afcends  his  mining  throne,  70 

While  tuneful  angels  {bund  abroad 

The  victories  he  has  won. 

Now  let  me  rife,  and  join  their  fong, 

And  be  an  angel  too  ; 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  ear,  my  tongue,  75 

Here's  joyful  work  for  you. 

1  3 
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I  would  begin  the  muiic  here, 

And  fo  my  foul  mould  rife  : 
Oh  !   for  fome  heavenly  notes  to  bear 

My  fpirit  to  the  flues  !  So 

There,  ye  that  love  my  Saviour,  fit, 

There  I  would  fain  have  place, 
Among  your  thrones,  or  at  your  feet, 

So  I  might  fee  his  face. 

I  am  confiVd  to  earth  no  more,  85 

But  mount  in  hafte  above, 
To  blefs  the  God  that  I  adore, 

And  ling  the  Man  I  love.  8S 

FIRE,  AIR,  EARTH,  AND  SEA, 
PRAISE  YE  THE  LORD. 

li-ARTH,  thou  great  footftool  of  our  God, 
Who  reigns  on  high  ;   thou  fruitful  fource 
Of  all  our  raiment,  life  and  food  ; 
Our  houfe,  our  parent,  and  our  nurfe  ; 

Mighty  ftage  of  mortal  fcenes,  5 

Dre(i  with  ftrong  and  gay  machines, 
Hung  with  golden  lamps  around, 
(And  flowery  carpets  fpread  the  ground)  ; 
Thou  bulky  globe,  prodigious  mafs,  ^ 

That  hang'ft  unpillar'd  in  an  empty  fpace  !  10 

While  thy  unwieldy  weight  rcfts  on  the  feeble  air, 
Blefs  that  Almighty  Word  that  hVd  and  holds  thee 
there. 

Fire,  thou  fvvift  herald  of  his  face, 

Whofe  glorious  rage,  at  his  command, 

Levels  a  palace  with  the  fand,  15 

Blending  the  lofty  fpires  in  ruin  with  the  bafe  : 
Ye  heavenly  flames,  that  finge-the  air, 
Artillery  of  a  jealous  God, 

Bright  arrows  that  his  founding  quivers  bear 

To  fcatter  deaths  abroad  j  29 
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Lightnings,  adore  the  fovereign  arm  that  flings 
His  vengeance,   and  your  fires,  upon  the  heads  of 


Thou  vital  element,  the  air, 
Whofe  boundlefs  magazines  of  breath 
Our  fainting  name  of  life  repair,  25 

And  lave  the  bubble,  man,  from  the  cold  arms  of 

death. 
And  ye  whofe  vital  moifture  yields 

Life's  purple  ftream  a  frefh  fupply  ; 
Sweet  waters,  wand'ring  through  the  flowery  fields, 
Or  dropping  from  the  fky  ;  33 

Confefs  the  Power  whofe  all-fufficient  name 
Nor  needs  your  aid  to  build,  or  to   fupport  our 
frame . 

Now  the  rude  air,  with  noify  force, 

Beats  up  and  fwells  the  angry  fea, 

They  join  to  make  our  lives  a  prey,  55 

And  fweep  the  failors"  hopes  away, 
Vain  hopes,  to  reach  their  kindred  on  the  fliores  ! 

Lo,  the  wild  feas  and  furging  waves 

Gape  hideous  in  a  thoufand  graves  :  39 

Be  (till,  ye  floods,   and  know  your  bounds  of  land, 

Ye  ftorms,  adore  your  Mailer's  hand : 
The  winds  are  in  his  fill,  the  waves  at  his  command, 

From  the  eternal  emptinefs 

His  fruitful  word,  byfecret  fprings, 

Drew  the  whole  harmony  of  things  45 

That  form  this  noble  univerfe  : 

Old  Nothing  knew  his  powerful  hand, 

Scarce  had  he  fpokc  his  full  command, 
Fire,  air,  and  earth,  and  lea,  heard  the  creating  call, 
And  leap'd  from  empty  nothing  to  this  beauteous 
all :  50 

And  ftill  they  dance,  and  flill  obey 
The  osders  they  receiv'd  the  great  creation  day, 
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THE  FAREWELL. 

DEAD  be  my  heart  to  all  below, 
To  mortal  joys  and  mortal  cares  ; 
Tofenfual  blifs  that  charms  us  fo, 
Be  dark,  my  eyes,  and  deaf,  my  ears. 

Here  I  renounce  my  carnal  tafte 
Of  the  fair  fruits  that  finners  prize  : 
Their  paradife  mall  never  wafte 
One  thought  of  mine,  but  to  defpife. 

All  earthly  joys  are  ovenveigh'd 
With  mountains  of  vexatious  care  ; 
And  where\s  the  fweet  that  is  not  laid 
A  bait  to  fome  deftru&ive  fnare  ? 

Be  gone  for  ever,  mortal  things! 
Then  mighty  molehill,  earth,  farewel  ! 
Angels  afpire  on  lofty  wings, 
And  leave  the  globe  for  ants  to  dwell. 

Come,  heaven,  and  fill  my  vaft  defiies, 
My  foal  purfues  the  fovereign  good  :    - 
She  was  all  made  of  heavenly  fires, 
Nor  can  (he  live  on  meaner  food. 


GOD  ONLY  KNOWN  TO  HIMSELF. 

bTAND,  and  adore  !   how  glorious  he 
That  dwells  in  bright  eternity  ! 
We  gaze,  and  we  confound  our  fight 
Plung'd  in  th'abyfs  of  dazzling  light. 

Thou  facred  One,  almighty  Three, 
Great!  everlafting  Mtyftery, 

What  lofty  numbers  (hall  we  frame 
Equal  to  thy  tremendous  name  ? 
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Seraphs,  the  ncareft  to  the  throne, 

Begin,  and  fpeak  the  great  Unknown  :  10 

Attempt  the  fong,  wind  up  your  ftrings, 

To  notes  imtry'd,  and  boundlefs  tilings. 

You,  whofe  capacious  powers  furvey 

Largely  beyond  our  eyes  of  clay  : 

Yet  what  a  narrow  portion  too  15 

Ts  feen,  or  known,  or  thought,  by  you  ! 

How  flat  your  higheft  praifes  fall 

Below  th'immenfe  Original  ! 

Weak  creatures  we,  that  drive  in  vain 

To  reach  an  uncreated  (train  !  20 

Great  God,  forgive  our  feeble  lays, 

Sound  out  thine  own  eternal  praife  ; 

A  long  fo  vaft,  a  theme  fo  high, 

Calls  for  the  voice  that  tun'd  the  Iky.  24 


PARDON  AND  SANCTIFIC ATION. 

IVlY  crimes  awake  ;  and  hideous  fear 

Diftraets  my  reftlefs  mind, 
Guiit  meets  my  eyes  with  horrid  glare, 

And  hell  purfues  behind. 

Almighty  vengeance  frowns  on  high, 

And  flames  array  the  throne  ; 
While  thunder  murmurs  round  the  (ky, 

Impatient  to  be  gone. 

Where  (hall  I  hide  this  noxious  head  : 

Can  rocks  or  mountains  lave  ? 
Or  (hall  I  wrap  me  in  the  (hade 

Of  midnight  and  the  grave  ? 

Is  there  no  (belter  from  the  eye 
Of  a  revenging  God  ? 
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Jefus,  to  thy  dear  wounds  I  fly, 
Bedew  me  with  thy  blood. 

Thofe  guardian  drops  my  foul  fecure, 

And  wafh  away  my  fin  ; 
Eternal  juftice  frowns  no  more, 

And  confcience  fmiles  within. 

I  blefs  that  wondrous  purple  ftream 

That  whitens  every  flam  ; 
Yet  is  my  foul  but  half  redeem'd, 

If  fin,  the  tyrant,  reign. 

Lord,  blaft  his  empire  with  thy  breath, 

That  curled  throne  mud  fall  ; 
Ye  flattering  plagues,  that  work  my  death,. 

Fly,  for  I  hate  you  all. 


SOVEREIGNTY  AND  GRACE. 

1  HE  Lord  !  how  fearful  is  his  name  ! 

How  wide  is  his  command  ! 
Nature,  with  all  her  moving  frame, 

Refts  on  his  mighty  hand. 

Jmmortal  glory  forms  his  throne,  *  5 

And  light  his  awful  robe  ; 
While  with  a  fmile,  or  with  a  frown, 

He  manages  the  globe. 

A  word  of  his  Almighty  breath 

Can  fwell  or  fink  the  feas  ;  10 

Build  the  vaft  empires  of  the  earth, 

Or  break  them,  as  he  pleafe. 

Adoring  angels  round  him  fall, 

In  all  their  Alining  forms, 
His  fovereign  eye  looks  through  them  all,  15 

And  pities  mortal  worms. 


HOR^   LYRICJE.       BOOK  I.  f^ 

His  bowels,  to  our  worthlefs  race, 

In  fweet  compalTion  move  ; 
He  clothes  his  looks  with  fofteft  grace, 

And  takes  his  title,  Love.  2.0 

Now  let  the  Lord  for  ever  reign, 

And  fway  us  as  he  will, 
Sick,  or  in  health,  in  eafe,  or  pain, 

We  are  his  favourites  Hill. 

No  more  fhall  peevifh  paflion  rife,  25 

The  tongue  no  more  complain  ; 
'Tis  fovereign  Love  that  lends  our  joys, 

And  love  refumes  again.  28 


THE  LAW  AND  GOSPEL. 

u  L.URST  be  the  man,  for  ever  curft, 
"  That  doth  one  wilful  fin  commit  ; 
u  Death  and  damnation  for  the  firft, 
u  Without  relief,  and  infinite." 

Thus  Sinai  roars  ;  and  round  the  earth 
Thunder,  and  (ire,  and  vengeance  flings  ; 
But,  Jefus,  thy  dear  gafping  breath,  ^ 
And  Calvary,  fay  gentler  things : 

"  Pardon,  and  grace,  and  boundlefs  love, 
'*  Streaming  along  a  Saviour's  blood, 
"  And  life,  and  joys,  and  crowns  above, 
"  Dear-purchas'd  by  a  bleeding  God." 

Hark,  how  he  prays  (the  charming  found 
Dwells  on  his  dying  lips)  "  Forgive  !" 
And  every  groan,  and  gaping  wound, 
Cries,  "  Father  let  the  rebels  live." 

Go,  you  that  reft  upon  the  law, 
And  toil,  and  feck  falvation  there, 
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Look*-0  the  flames  that  Mofes  faw, 
And  ftirink,  and  tremble,  and  defpair. 

But  I'll  retire  beneath  the  crofs  ; 
Saviour,  at  thy  dear  feet  I  lie  ; 
And  the  keen  {'word  that  juftice  draws, 
Flaming  and  red,  ihall  pal's  me  by\ 


SEEKING  A  DIVINE  CALM   IN   A 
RESTLESS  WORLD. 

O  Mens,  quse  ftabili  fata  Regis  vice,"  Sec. 
CaJJhnire,  Booh  111.  Oa 

ETERNAL  Mind,  who  rul'ft  the  fates 
Of  dying  realms,  and  rifing  Mates, 

With  one  unchang'd  decree  ; 
While  we  admire  thy  vaft  affairs, 
Say,  can  our  little  trifling  cares  S 

Afford  a  fmile  to  thee  ! 

Thou  fcatterefl  honours,  crowns,  and  gold  : 
We  fly  to  feize,  and  fight  to  hold 

The  bubbles  and  the  ore  : 
So  emmets  ftruggle  for  a  grain  ;  i© 

So  boys  their  petty  wars  maintain 

For  lhel'ls  upon  the  more. 

Here  a  vain  man  his  fceptre  breaks, 
The  next  a  broken  fceptre  takes, 

And  warriors  win  and  lofe  ;  15 

This  rolling  world  will  never  ftand, 
Plundei'd  and  fnatch'd  from  hand  to  hand, 

As  power  decays  or  grows. 

Earth's  but  an  atom  :  Greedy  f words 
Carve  it  among  a  thoufand  lords,  20 

And  yet  they  can't  agree  : 
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Let  greedy  1  words  ftill  fight  and  flay, 
I  can  be  poor  ;  but,  Lord,  I  pray 

To  fit  and  fmile  with  thee.  24 

HAPPY  FRAILTY. 

nOW  meanly  dwells  th'immortal  mind  ! 
"  How  vile  thefe  bodies  are  ! 
tl  Why  was  a  clod  of  earth  defign'd 
"  T'inclofe  a  heavenly  flar  ? 

$ 

,l  Weak  cottage,  where  our  fouls  reflde  ! 

"  This  flefh  a  tottering  wall  ; 
"  With  frightful  breaches,  gaping  wide, 

"  The  building  bends  to  fall. 

"  All  round  it  ftorms  of  trouble  blow, 

"  And  waves  of  forrow  roll  ;  10 

"  Cold  waves  and  winter  ftorms  beat  through, 
11  And  pain  the  tenant-foul. 

"  Alas]   how  frail  our  ftate  !"  faid  I : 

And  thus  went  mourning  on, 
Till,  fudden  from  the  cleaving  fky,  15 

A  gleam  of  glory  (hone. 

Mv  foul  all  felt  the  glory  come, 

And  breath ;d  her  native  air  ; 
Then  fhe  remember'd  heaven  her  home, 

Amd  me  a  prifoner  here.  ao 

Straight  fhc  began  to  change  her  key, 

And  joyful  in  her  pains, 
She  fung  the  frailty  of  her  clay 

In  pleafurable  {trains. 

iC  How  weak  the  prifon  where  I  dwell  !  25 

"  Flefh  but  a  tottering  wall, 
M  The  breaches  cheerfully  foretel 

11  The  houfe  mult  fhortly  fall. 
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4<  No  more,  my  friends,  fhall  I  complain, 
"  Though  all  my  heart-fixings  ache ; 

*'  Welcome,  difeafe,  and  every  pain, 
<*  That  makes  the  cottage  ihake. 

"  Now  let  the  tempeft  blow  all  round, 

"  Now  l'well  the  furges  high, 
"  And  beat  this  houfe  of  bondage  down, 

"  To  let  the  Granger  fly. 

*'  T  have  a  manfion  built  above, 

"  By  the  Eternal  Hand  j 
iC  And  mould  the  earth's  old  bails  move, 

"  My  heavenly  houfe  muft  ft  and. 

"  Yes,  for  'tis  there  my  Saviour  reigns, 

<l  (I  long  to  fee  the  God) 
"  And  his  immortal  ftrength  fiiftains 

"  The  courts  that  colt  him  blood." 

Hark,  from  on  high  my  Saviour  calls  : 
"  I  come,  my  Lord,  my  Love." 

Devotion  breaks  the  prifon  walls, 
And  fpeeds  my  kill  remove. 


LAUNCHING  INTO  ETERNITY. 

IT  was  a  brave  attempt  !   adventurous  he, 
Who  in  the  rirft  fhip  broke  the  unknown 
And,  leaving  his  dear  native  fhores  behind, 
Trufkd  his  life  to  the  licentious  wind. 
I  fee  the  (urging  brine  :   the  tempeft  rav 
He  on  a  pine-plank  rides  acrofs  the  wai  es, 
Exulting  on  the  edge  of  thoufand  gaping  graves : 
He  fleers  the  winged  boat,  and  mitts  the  fails, 
Conquers  the  flood,  and  manages  the  gules. 

Such  is  the  foul  that  leaves  this  mortal  land, 
Fen  lei's,  when  the  great  Matter  gives  command. 
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Death  is  the  itorm  :   ihe  (miles  to  hear  it  roar, 
And  bids  the  tempeft  waft  her  from  the  fhore  : 
Then  with  a  fkilful  helm  (he  fweeps  the  feas, 
And  manages  the  raging  ltorm  with  eafe  ;  15 

(Her  faith  can  govern  death)  ihe  fpreads  her  wings 
Wide  to  the  wind,  and  as  flie  fails  ihe  lings, 
And  lofesby  degrees  the  fight  of  mortal  things. 
As  the  mores  leflen,  fo  her  joys  arife, 
The  waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  tempeft  dies.      20 
Now  vail  eternity  fills  all  her  fight, 
She  floats  on  the  broad  deep  with  infinite  delight, 
The  feas  for  ever  calm,  the  ikies  for  ever  bright. 


A  PROSPECT  OF  THE  RESURRECTION. 

Mow  long  mail  death,  the  tyrant,  reign 

And  triumph  o'er  the  juft, 
While  the  rich  blood  of  martyrs  (lain 

Lies  mingled  with  the  duft  ? 

When  fhall  the  tedious  night  be  gone  ? 

When  will  our  Lord  appear  ? 
Our  fond  defires  would  pray  him  down, 

Our  love  embrace  him  here. 

Let  faith  arife,  and  climb  the  hills, 

And  from  afar  defcry  i< 

How  diftant  are  his  chariot-wheels, 

And  tell  how  fa  ft  they  fly. 

Lo,  I  behold  the  fcattering  fhades, 

The  dawn  of  heaven  appears, 
The  fweet  immortal  morning  fpreads  1 

Its  bluflies  round  the  fpheres. 

I  fee  the  Lord  of  glory  come, 

And  flaming  guards  around  ; 
The  fkies  divide,  to  make  him  room, 

The  trumpet  ihakes  the  ground.  a< 

k  2 
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I  hear  the  voice,  "  Ye  dead,  ariie  !" 

And,  lo,  the  graves  obey, 
And  waking  faints,  with  joyful  eyes, 

Salute  th'expected  day. 

They  leave  the  dnft,  and,  on  the  wing,  25 

Rife  to  the  middle  air, 
In  mining  garments,  meet  their  King, 

And  low  adore  him  there. 

O  may  my  humble  fpirit  ftand 

Among  them,  clotrTd  in  white  !  3» 

The  meaneft  place,  at  his  right-hand, 

Is  infinite  delight. 

How  will  our  joy  and  wonder  rife, 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  through  the  flues 

On  love's  triumphant  wing !  36 


BREATHING  TOWARDS  THE 
HEAVENLY  COUNTRY. 

CASIMIRE,    BOOK  I.    OD.   19,    IMITATED. 

"  Urit  me  Patriae  Decor,"  &c. 

1  H  E  beauty  of  my  native  land 

Immortal  love  infpires  ; 

I  burn,  I  burn  with  (trong  defires, 

And  figh  and  wait  the  high  command. 

There  glides  the  moon  her  fhining  way,  5 

And  fhoots  my  heart  thro1  with  a  filver  ray ; 
Upward  my  heart  afpires  : 

A  thoufand  lamps  of  golden  light, 
Hung  high,  in  vaulted  azure,  charm  my  fight, 
And  wink  and  beckon  with  their  amorous  fires,  to 
O  ye  fair  glories  of  my  heavenly  home, 

Bright  ceminels,  who  guard  my  Father's  court, 
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Where  all  the  happy  minds  re  fort, 
When  will  my  Father's  chariot  come  ? 
Mud  ye  for  ever  walk  thfethereal  round,  15 

For  ever  fee  the  mourner  lie 
An  exile  of  the  fky, 
A  pris:ner  of  the  ground  ? 
Defcend,  fome  mining  fervants  from  on  high, 

Build  me  a  hafty  tomb  ;  10 

A  gralfy  turf  will  raife  my  head  ; 
The  neighbouring  lilies  drefs  my  bed  ; 

And  fned  a  fweet  perfume. 
Here  I  put  off  the  chains  of  death, 

My  foul  too  long  has  worn  :  25 

Friends,   I  forbid  one  groaning  breath, 
Or  tear  to  wet  my  urn  ; 
Raphael,  behold  me,  all  undref>'d, 
Here  gently  lay  this  fiefh  to  reft ; 
Then  mount  and  lead  the  path  unknown, 
Swift  I  purfuethee,  flaming  guide!  on  pinions  of  my 
own.  -?i 


THE  HUNDREDTH  EPIGRAM  OF 
CASIMIRE. 

ON    ST.    ARDALIO, 

Who,  from  a  Stage-Player,  became  a  Chriiiiaii,  and  furTered 
Martyrdom. 

xVRDALIO  jeers;  and  in  his  comic  drains 
The  myffries  of  our  bleeding  God  profanes, 
While  his  loud  laughter  makes  the  painted  fcenes. 

Heaven  heard,  and  {Trait  around  the  fmoking  throne 
The  kindling  lightning  in  thick  flames  (hone,  5 
And  vengeful  thunder  murmur'd  to  be  gone. 

Mercy  flood  near,  and,  with  a  fmiling  brow, 
Calm'd  the  loud  thunder :  "  There's  no  need  of  you  ; 
**  Grace  (hall  defcend,  and  the  weak  man  fubdue/' 
k  3 
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Grace  leaves  the  fltie's,  and  he  the  ftage  forfal 

He  bows  his  head  down  to  the  martyring  axe,     n 
And  as  he  bows,  this  gentle  fare w el  fpeaks  : 

li  So  goes  the  comedy  of  life  away  ; 

*'  Vain  earth,  adieu  ;   Heaven  will  applaud  today  ; 

u  Strike,  courteous  tyrant!  and  conclude  the  play." 


When  the  Protectant  church,  at  Montpelier,  was  demolished,  by 

the  French  king's  order,  the  Protectants  laid  ftones  up  in 

their  buryingplace,  vhereon  a  Jefuit  made  a  Latin 

EPIGRAM. 

ENGLISHED     THUS  ! 

A    Hug'not  church,  once  at  Montpelier  built, 
Stood  and  procfaim'd  their  madnefs  and  their  guilt ; 
Too  long  it  flood  beneath  heaven's  angry  frown, 
Worthy,  when  riling,  to  be  thunder'd  down. 
Lewis,  at  laft,  th'avenger  of  the  fkies,  5 

Commands,  and  level  with  the  ground  it  lies : 
The  ftones  difpers'd,  their  wretched  offspring  come, 
Gather,  and  heap  them  on  their  fathers'  tomb. 
Thus  the  curs'd  houfe  falls  on  the  builder's  head  ; 
And  tho'  beneath  the  ground  their  bone:,  are  laid,  10 
Yetthejuft  vengeance  ftill  purfue^  die  guiit/dead. 


ANSWER, 

By  a  French  Prcteftant, 
F.NG  LI  SHED     THUS  : 

A   Christian  church  once  at  Montpelier  "flood, 
And  nobly  fpoke  the  builders'  zeal  tor  God, 
It  flood  the  envy  of  the  fierce  dragoon, 
But  not  deferv'd  to  be  deftroy'd  10  foon  ; 
Yet  Lewis,  the  wild  tyrant  of  the  age, 
Tears  down  the  walls,  a  victim  to  his  rage. 
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Young  faithful  hands  pile  up  thefacred  ftones 
(Dear  monument !)  o'er  their  dead  fathers'  bones  ; 
The  (rones  mall  move  when  the  dead  fathers  rile, 
Start  up  before  the  pale  deftroyer\s  eyes, 
And  teftify  his  madnei's  to  th'  avenging  ikies.       n 


TWO  HAPPY  RIVALS, 

DEVOTION      AND      THE     MUSE. 

WILD  as  'he  lightning,  various  as  the  moon, 
Roves  my  Pindaric  fong  : 
Here  (he  glows  like  burning  noon 
In  ficrcelf  flames,  and  here  fhe  plays 
Gentle  as  liar-beams  on  the  midnight  leas  ;  5 

Now  in  a  fmiling  angel's  form, 
Anon  me  rides  upon  the  ftorm, 
Loud  as  the    oify  thunder,  as  a  deluge  ftrong. 
Are  my  thoughts  and  willies  free, 
And  know  no  number  nor  degree  ?  10 

Such  is  the  mufe  :   Lo  i   me  difdains 
The  links  and  chains, 
Meafures  and  rules,  of  vulgar  drains, 
And  o'er  the  laws  of  harmony,  a  fov'reign  queen, 
ihe  reigns. 

If  me  roves  15 

By  Itreams  or  groves, 
Tuning  her  pleasures  or  her  pains, 
My  pallion  keeps  her  ftill  in  fight, 
My  paffion  holds  an  equal  flight 
Thro'  love's  or  nature's  wide  campaigns.  30 

If  with  bold  attempt  fhe  fings 
Of  the  biggeft  mortal  things, 
Tottering  thrones  and  nations  (lain  ; 
Or  breaks  the  fleets  of  warring  kings, 

While  thunders  roar  25 

From  more  to  fnore, 
My  foul  fits  fait  upon  her  wings, 
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And  fwceps  the  crimfon  furge,  or  fcours  the  purple 
plain  ; 
Still  I  attend  her  as  fhe  flies, 
Round  the  broad  globe,  and  all  beneath  the  fkies.  30 

But  when  from  the  meridian  ftar 

Long  ftreaks  of  glory  mine, 
And  heaven  invites  her  from  afar, 
She  takes  the  hint,  (lie  knows  the  fign, 

The  mufe  afcends  her  heavenly  car,  35 

And  climbs  the  fleepy  path,  and  means  the  throne 
Then  fhe  leaves  my  fluttering  mind    fdivine. 
Clogg'd  with  clay,  and  unrefjn'd, 
Lengths  of  diftance  far  behind  ! 

Virtue  lags,  with  heavy  wheel  ;  40 

Faith  lias  wings,   but  cannot  rife, 

Cannot  rife Swift  and  high 

As  the  winged  numbers  fly, 
And  faint  devotion  panting  lies 

Half  way  th'ethereal  hill.  45 

Oh  !  why  is  piety  fo  weak, 

And  yet  the  mufe  fo  ltrong  ? 
When  (hall  thefe  hateful  fetters  break, 

Th.it  have  confined  me  long  ? 
Inward  a  glowing  heat  I  feel,  50 

A  fpark  of  heavenly  day  ;  ,  * 

But  earthly  vapours  damp  my  zeal, 
And  heavy  flefh  drags  me  the  downward  way. 

Faint  are  the  efforts  of  my  will, 
And  mortal  paflion  charms  my  foul  aftray,  $5 

Shine,  thou  fweet  hour  of  dear  releafe, 
Shine  from  the  fky, 
And  call  me  high 
To  mingle  with  the  choirs  of  glory  and  of  blifs. 
Devotion  there  begins  the  flight,  60 

Awakes  the  fong,  and  guides  the  way  ; 
There  love  and  zeal,  divine  and  bright, 
Trace  out  new  regions  in  the  world  of  light, 
And  fcarce  the  boldefl  mufe  can  follow  or  obey. 
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I'm  in  a  dream,  and  fancy  reigns, 
She  fpreads  her  gay  deluiive  fcenes  ; 

Or  is  the  vifion  true  ? 
Behold  religion  on  her  throne, 
In  awful  itate  defcending  down, 
And  her  dominions,  vaft  and    bright,  within  my 
fpacious  view.  70 

She  fmiles,  and  with  a  courteous  hand 

She  beckons  me  away  ; 
I  feel  mine  airy  powers  loofe  from  the  cumbrous 
And  with  a  joyful  hafte  obey  [clay, 

Religion's  high  command.  75 

What  lengths  and  heights  and  depths  unknown  ! 
Broad  fields  with  blooming  glory  fown, 
And  feas,  and  flues,  and  ftars  her  own, 

In  an  unmeafur'd  fphere  ! 
What  heavens  of  joy,  and  light  ferene,  8® 

Which  nor  the  rolling  fun  has  feen, 
Where  nor  the  roving  mufe  has  been, 

That  greater  traveller ! 

A  long  farewel  to  all  below, 

Farewel  to  all  that  fenfe  can  fhow,  85 

To  golden  fcenes,  and  flowery  fields, 

To  all  the  worlds  that  fancy  builds, 

And  all  that  poets  know. 
Now  the  fwift  tranfports  of  the  mind 

Leave  the  fluttering  mufe  behind,  90 

A  thoufand  loofe  Pindaric  plumes   fly  fcattering 
down  the  wind. 
Among  the  clouds  I  lofe  my  breath, 

The  rapture  grows  too  ftrong  : 
The  feeble  powers  that  nature  gave 
Faint,  and  drop  downward  to  the  grave  ;  95 

Receive  their  fall,  thou  treafurer  of  death  ; 
I  will  no  more  demand  my  tongue, 
Till  the  grofs  organ,  well  refm'd, 
Can  trace  the   boundlefs  flights  of  an  unfetterd 
mind, 
And  raife  an  equal  fong,  100 


THE    FOLLOWING 

POEMS   OF    THIS   BOOK 

ARE    PECULIARLY    ADAPTED     TO 

DIVINE    LOVE*. 

— *>©« — 

THE  HAZARD  OF  LOVING 
THE  CREATURES. 

VVHERE-e'er  my  flattering  paflions  rove, 

I  find  a  lurking  fhare  ; 
!Tis  dangerous  to  let  loofe  our  love 

Beneath  th'Eternal  Fair. 

Souls  whom  the  tie  of  friendfhip  binds, 

And  partners  of  our  blood, 
Seize  a  large  portion  of  our  minds, 

And  leave  the  lefs  for  God. 

Nature  has  foft  but  powerful  bands, 

And  reafon  fhe  controls  ; 
While  children,  with  their  little  hands, 

Hang  clofeft  to  our  fouls. 

Thoughtlefs,  they  aft  th'old  ferpent's  part ; 

What  tempting  things  they  be  ! 
Lord,  how  they  twine  about  our  heart, 

And  draw  it  oft"  from  thee  ! 


*  Different  ages  have  their  different  airs  and  fafhions  of  writing;.  It 
was  much  more  the  talhion  of  the  age,  when  thefc  Pcerns  were  written, 
to  treat  of  divine  1'ubjedls  in  the  ftyle  of  Solomon's  Song,  than  it  is  at 
this  day,  which  will  afford  lbme  apology  fur  the  writer,  in  his  jrouuget 
jrear  s. 
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Our  hafty  wills  rufh  blindly  on 

Where  riling  pallion  rolls, 
And  thus  we  make  our  fetters  ftrong 

To  bind  our  flavifh  fouls. 

Dear  Sovereign !  break  thefe  fetters  off, 

And  fet  our  fpirits  free  ; 
God  in  himfelf  is  blifs  enough, 

For  we  have  all  in  thee. 


DESIRING  TO  LOVE  CHRIST, 

COME,   let  me  love:   or  is  thy  mind 
Harden'd  to  (tone,  or  froze  to  ice  ? 
1  fee  the  blefled  Fair-one  bend 
And  li:oup  t'embrace  me  from  the  Ikies  ! 

Ol  'tis  a  thought  would  melt  a  rock,  5 

And  make  a  heart  of  iron  move, 
That  thole  fweet  lips,   that  heavenly  look, 
Should  feek  and  wifh  a  mortal  love  I 

1  was  a  traitor,  doom'd  to  fire, 

Bound  to  fuftain  eternal  pains;  10 

He  flew  on  wings  of  ftrong  defire, 

AfTunVd  my  guilt,  and  took  my  chains. 

Infinite  grace!   Almighty  charms  ! 

Stand  in  amaze,  ye  whirling  Ikies  ! 

Jefus  the  God,  with  naked  arms,  15 

Hangs  on  a  crofs  of  love,  and  dies. 

Did  pity  ever  (loop  fo  low, 

DreiVd  in  divinity  and  blood  ? 

Was  ever  rebel  courted  fo 

In  groans  of  an  expiring  God  ?  22 

Again  he  lives;  and  fpreads  his  hands, 
Hands  that  were  nail"d  to  torturing  fmart; 
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By  thefe  dear  wounds,  fays  he;  and  ftands 
And  prays  to  clafp  me  to  his  heart. 

Sure  T  mud  love  ;  or  are  my  ears  25 

Still  deaf,  nor  will  my  pailion  move  ? 

Then  let  me  melt  this  heart  to  tears  ; 

This  heart  fhall  yield  to  death  or  love.  28 


THE  HEART  GIVEN  AWAY. 

IF  there  are  paffions  in  my  foul, 
(And  pafnons,  fure,  there  be) 
Now  they  are  all  at  thy  control, 
My  Jems,  all  for  thee! 

If  love,   that  pleafing  power,  can  reft  5 

In  hearts  fo  hard  as  mine, 
Come,  gentle  Saviour,  to  my  breaft, 

For  all  my  love  is  thine. 

Let  the  gay  world,  with  treacherous  art, 

Allure  my  eyes  in  vain  :  10 

I  have  convey'd  away  my  heart, 
Ne'er  to  return  again. 

I  feel  my  warmed  paffions  dead 

To  all  that  earth  can  boaft  ; 
This  foul  of  mine  was  never  made  15 

For  vanity  and  duft. 

Now  I  can  fix  my  thoughts  above, 

Amidlt  their  flattering  charms, 
Till  the  dear  Lord  that  hath  my  love 

Shall  call  me  to  his  arms.  20 

So  Gabriel,  at  his  King's  command, 

From  yon  celeftial  hill, 
Walks  downward  to  our  worthlefs  land, 

Ilia  foul  point*  upward  ftill. 
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He  glides  along  my  mortal  things, 

Without  a  thought  of  love, 
Fulfils  his  talk,  and  fpreads  his  wings 

To  reach  the  realms  above.  28 


MEDITATION  IN  A  GROVE. 

OWEET  mufe,  defeend,  and  blefs  the  (hade, 

And  blefs  the  the  evening  grove  ; 
Bus'nefs,  and  noife,    and  day  are  (led, 

And  every  care,  but  love. 

But  hence,  ye  wanton  young  and  fair!  5 

Mine  is  a  purer  flame  ; 
No  Phyllis  fhall  infect  the  air, 

With  her  unhallow'd  name. 

Jefushas  all  my  powers  poflefs'd, 

My  hopes,  my  tears,  my  joys  :  to 

He,  the  dear  Sovereign  of  my  bread, 

Shall  ftill  command  my  voice. 

Some  of  the  faireft  choirs  above 

Shall  flock  around  my  fong, 
With  joy,  to  hear  the  name  they  love  15 

Sound  from  a  mortal  tongue. 

His  charms  fhall  make  my  numbers  flow, 

And  hold  the  falling  floods, 
While  iilence  fits  on  every  bough, 

And  bends  the  liftening  woods.  20 

I'll  carve  our  paflion  on  the  bark, 

And  every  wounded  tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  myftic  mark 

That  Jefus  dy'd  for  me. 
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The  fvvains  fhall  wonder,  when  they  read,  25 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  grove, 
That  Heaven  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled, 

To  win  a  mortars  love  !  2S 


THE  FAIREST  AND  THE  ONLY 
BELOVED. 

HONOUR  to  that  diviner  ray 
That  firlt  allur'd  my  eyes  away 

From  every  mortal  fair  ; 
All  the  gay  things  that  held  my  light 
Seem  but  the  twinkling  i parks  of  night,  5 

And,  languishing  in  doubtful  light, 

Die  at  the  morning  ftar. 

Whatever  makes  the  Godhead  great, 

And  fit  to  be  ador'd, 
Whatever  fpeaks  the  creature  fweet,  io 

And  worthy  of  my  palfion,  meet, 

Harmonious,  in  my  Lord. 
A  thoufand  graces  ever  rile, 

A  bloom  upon  his  face  ; 
A  thoufand  arrows  from  his  eyes  15 

Shoot  through  my  heart,  with  dear  furprife,, 

And  guard  around  the  place. 

All  nature's  art  fhall  never  cure 

The  heavenly  pains  I  found, 
And  'tis  beyond  all  beauty's  power  20 

To  make  another  wound  : 

Earthly  beauties  grow  and  fade  ; 

Nature  heals  the  wounds  fhe  made, 
But  charms  fo  much  divine 
Hold  a  long  empire  of  the  heart ;  2  5 

What  heaven  has  join'd  fhall  never  part, 
And  Jefus  mull  be  mine. 
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In  vain  the  envious  (hades  of  night, 

Or  flatteries  of  the  day, 
Would  veil  his  image  from  my  fight,  30 

Or  tempt  my  foul  away ; 
Jefus  is  all  my  waking  theme, 
His  lovely  form  meets  every  dream, 

And  knows  not  to  depart  : 

The  paflion  reigns  35 

Through  all  my  veins. 
And  floating  round  the  crimfon  ft  ream, 

Still  finds  him  at  my  heart. 

Dwell  there,  for  ever  dwell,  my  love ; 

Here  I  confine  my  fenfc  ;  40 

Nor  dare  my  wildeft  wiflies  rove 

Nor  ftir  a  thought  from  thence. 
Amidlt  thy  glories  and  thy  grace. 
Let  all  my  remnant-minutes  pafs  ; 

Grant  thou,  Everlafting  Fair,  45 

Grant  my  foul  a  manfion  there  : 
My  foul  afpires  to  fee  thy  face 
Though  life  fhould  for  the  vifion  pay  ; 
So  rivers  run  to  meet  the  fea, 

And  lofe  their  nature  in  th'embrace.  50 

Thou  art  rny  ocean,  thou  my  God  ; 

In  thee  the  paflions  of  the  mind, 

With  joys  and  freedom  unconfin'd, 

Exult  and  fpread  their  powers  abroad. 

Not  all  the  glittering  things  on  high  55 

Can  make  my  heaven,  if  thou  remove  ; 

T  fhall  be  tir'd,  and  long  to  die  ; 

Life  is  a  pain  without  thy  love  ; 

Who  could  ever  bear  to  be 

Curft  with  immortality 
Among  the  ftars,  but  far  from  thee ;  61 
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MUTUAL  LOVE  STRONGER  THAN 
DEATH. 

l\  OT  the  rich  world  of  minds  above 
Can  pay  the  mighty  debt  of  love 

I  owe  to  Chriit  my  God  : 
With  pangs  which  none  but  he  could  feel, 
He  brought  my  guilty  foul  from  hell  :  5 

Not  the  fir/r.  feraph's  tongue  can  tell 

The  value  of  his  blood. 

Kindly  he  feiz'd  me  in  his  arms, 

From  the  fa  He  world's  pernicious  charms, 

With  force  divinely  fweet.  10 

Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives  my  own, 
At  his  demand, 
With  cheerful  hand, 
I'd  pay  the  vital  treafure  down 
In  hourly  tributes  at  his  feet.  15 

But,  Saviour,  let  me  tafte  thy  grace 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  through  that  heaven  of  pleafure  pafs        ' 

To  the  cold  arms  of  death  ; 
Then  I  could  lofe  fucceflive  fouls  20 

Faft  as  the  minutes  fly  ; 
So  billow  after  billow  rolls 

To  kifs  the  lhore,  and  die.  23 
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Tfir  fubitance  of  the  following  Cop)',  and  many  of  the  lines,  were  fent 
iac  by  an  eitecmed  friend,  Mr.W.  Nokes,  with  a  defire  that  1  would 
form  them  into  aPindaric  Ode ;  but  I  retained  his  meafures,  Left  I  fhould 
too  much  alter  his  fenfe. 


A  SIGHT  OF  CHRIST. 

.ANGELS  of  light,  your  God  and  King  furround, 

With  noble  fongs  ;  in  his  exalted  fiefh 

He  claims  your  worfhip  :  while  his  faints  on  earth 

Blefs  their  Redeemer-God  with  humble  tongues, 

Angels  with  lofty  honours  crown  his  head  ;  5 

We  bowing  at  his  feet,  by  faith  may  feel 

His  diftant  influence,  and  coniefs  his  love. 

Once  I  beheld  his  face,  when  beams  divine 
Broke  from  his  eyelids,  an  unufual  light 
"Wrapt  me  at  once  in  glory  and  furprife.  10 

My  joyful  heart,  high  leaping  in  my  breaft, 
With  tranfport  cried,  This  is  the  Chrift  of  God  ; 
Then  threw  my  arms  around  in  fweet  embrace, 
And  clafp'd,  and  bovv'd  adoring  low,  till  I  was  loft 
in  him. 

While  he  appears,  no  other  charms  can  hold  15 
Or  draw  my  foul,  afham'd  of  former  things, 
Which  no  remembrance,  now  deferve  a  name, 
Though  with  contempt ;  bed  in  oblivion  hid. 

Rut  the  bright  mine  and  prefence  foon  withdrew ; 
I  fought  him  whom  I  love,  but  found  him  not  ;  20 
I  felt  his  his  abfence  ;  and  with  ftrongeft  cries 
Proclaim'd,  where  Jefus  is  not  all  is  vain. 
Whether  I  hold  him  with  a  full  delight, 
Or  feek  him,  panting  with  extreme  defire, 
*Tis  he  alone  can  pleafe  my  wondering  foul ;        ~5 
To  hold  or  feek  him  is  my  only  choice. 
If  he  refrain  on  me  to  caft  his  eye 
L  3 
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Down  from  his  palace,  nor  my  longing  foul 
With  upward  look  can  fpy  my  dearert  Lord, 
Through  this  bine  pavement  I  behold  him  (till,  30 
With  (wee:  reflection  on  the  peaceful  crofs, 
All  in  his  blood  and  anguifli  groaning  deep, 

Gafping  and  dying  there 

-Tins  fight  I  ne'er  can  lofe  ;  by  it  I  live  : 
A  quick'ning  virtue,  from  his  death  infpir'd,      3^ 
Is  life  and  breath  ;o  me  ;  his  flefh  my  food  ; 
His  vital  blood  I  drink,  and  hence  my  llrength. 

I  live,  I'm  fixong,  and  now  eternal  life 
Beats  quick  within  my  breaff.  ;   my  vigorous  mind 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  on  her  fiery  wings       40 
Reaches  the  mount  of  purpoles  divine, 
Counfels  of  peace  betwixt  th' Almighty  Three, 
Conceiv'd  at  once,  and  fign'd  without  debate, 
In  perfect  union  of  th'eternal  Mind. 
With  vaft  amaze,  I  fee  th'unfathom'd  thoughts,  4^ 
Infinite  fchemes,  and  infinite  defigns 
Of  God's  own  heart,  in  which  he  ever  refts. 
Eternity  lies  open  to  my  view  ; 
Here  the  Beginning  and  the  End  of  all 
I  can  difcover  ;  Chrift  the  End  of  all,  50 

And  Chrift  the  great  Beginning  ;   he,  my  Head, 
My  God,  my  Glory,  and  my  All  in  All. 

O  that  the  day,  the  joyful  day,  were  come, 
When  the  firft  Adam  from  his  ancient  duff, 
Crown'dwith  new  honours,  {ball  revive,  and  fee 
jefus,  his  Son  and  Lord  ;  while  moating  faints 
Surround  their  King,  and  God's  eternal  Son 
Shines  in  the  midft,  but  with  fuperior  bean?, 
And  like  himfelf;  then  the  myfterious1  Word, 
Long  hid  behind  the  letter,  fliall  appear  6cx 

All  f'pirit  and  life,  and  in  the  fulleft  light 
Stand  forth  to  public  view  :   and  there^difclofe 
His  Father's  facred  works,  and  wondrous  ways: 
Then  wifrlovn,  righteoufnefs,  and  grace  divine, 
Through  all  the  infinite  tranfaclions  part,  65 
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Inwrought  and  (hining,  fhall,  with  doable  blaze, 
Strike  our  aftonhhM,  eyes,  and  ever  reign, 
Admir'd  and  glorious,  in  triumphant  light. 

Death,  and  the  tempter,  and  the  man  of  fin, 
New  at  the  bar  arraign'd,  in  judgment  caft,  7; 

Shall  vex  the  Saints  no  more  :  but  perfect  love 
And  loudeft  praifes  perfect  joy  create, 
While  ever-circling  years  maintain  the  blifsful  itate. 


LOVE  ON  A  CROSS,  AND  A  THRONE, 


JN  OW  let  my  faith  grow  ftrong,  and  rife, 
And  view  my  Lord  in  all  his  love  ; 
Look  back  to  hear  his  dying  cries, 
Then  mount  and  fee  his  throne  above. 

pee  where  he  languifh'd  on  the  crofs  ;  5 

Beneath  my  fins  he  grcan'd  and  dy'd  ; 
See  where  he  fits  to  plead  my  caufe 
By  his  Almighty  Father's  fide. 

If  I  behold  his  bleeding  heart, 

There  love  in  floods  of  forrow  reigns,  10. 

He  triumphs  o'er  the  killing  fmart, 

And  buys  my  pleafure  with  his  pains. 

Or  if  I  climb  th'  eternal  hills 

Where  the  dear  Conqueror  fits  enthron'd, 

Still  in  his  heart  compaffion  dwells,  15 

Near  the  memorials  of  his  wound  : 

How  fhall  a  pardon'd  rebel  fiiew 

How  much  I  love  my  dying  God  ? 

Lord,  here  I  banifh  every  foe, 

I  hate  the  fins  that  coir  thy  blood,  2© 
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I  hold  no  more  commerce  with  hell, 

My  deareft  lufts  mall  all  depart ; 

But  let  thine  image  ever  dwell 

Stamp'd  as  a  feal  upon  my  heart.  24. 


A  PREPARATORY  THOUGHT  FOR 
THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    ISAIAH,    LXIII.  I,  2,  3. 

VVHAT  heavenly  Mail,  or  lovely  God, 
Comes  marching-  downward  from  the  Ikies, 
Array'd  in  garments  roll*d  in  blood. 

With  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes. 

The  Lord  !   the  Saviour!   yes,  'tis  he  ;  < 

I  know  him  by  the  fmiles  he  wears  ; 
Dear  glorious  Man,  that  died  for  me, 
Drench'd  deep  in  agonies  and  tears ! 

Lo,  he  reveals  his  mining  bread:  ; 

I  own  thofe  wounds,  and  I  adore  :  10 

Lo,  he  prepares  a  royal  feaft, 

Sweet  fruit  of  the  fharp  pangs  he  bore  ! 

Whence  flow  thefe  favours  fo  divine!  > 

Lord  !  why  fo  lavifh  oi'  thy  blood  ? 
Why  for  fuch  earthly  fouls  as  mine,  15 

This  heavenly  flefh,  this  facred  food  ? 

*Twas  his  own  love  that  made  him  bleed, 

That  nail'd  him  to  the  cm-fed  tree  ; 

'Twas  his  own  love  this  table  fpread 

For  fuch  unworthy  worms  as  we.  is 

Then  let  us  tafle  the  Saviour's  love  ; 

Come,  faith,  and  feed  upon  the  Lord  ; 

Wirh  glad  content  our  lips  (hall  move, 

And  fweet  hofannas  crown  the  board.  24 
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CONVERSE  WITH  CHRIST. 

I'M  tir'd  with  vifits,  modes,  and  forms, 
And  flatteries  paid  to  fellow-worms ; 

Their  converfation  cloys ; 
Their  vain  amours,  and  empty  fluff : 
Elk  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  enough  5 

Of  thy  belt  company,  my  Lord,  thou  life  of  all  my 
joys. 

When  he  begins  to  tell  his  love, 
Through  every  vein  my  paflions  move. 

The  captives  of  his  tongue  : 
In  midnight  fhades,  on  frofty  ground,  10 

I  could  attend  the  pleafing  found, 
Nor  ihould  I   feel  December  cold,  nor  think  the 
darknefs  long. 

There,  while  I  hear  my  Saviour-God 
Count  o'er  the  fins  (a  heavy  load) 

He  bore  upon  the  tree,  15 

Inward  I  blufh  with  fecret  fhame, 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  blefs  the  name 
That  knew  nor  guilt  nor  grief  his  own,  but  bare  it 
all  for  me. 

Next  he  defcribes  the  thorns  he  wore, 

And  talks  his  bloody  paflion  o'er,  20 

Till  I  am  drown'd  in  tears  : 
Yet,  with  die  fympathetic  fmart, 
Th  re's  a  flrange  joy  beats  round  my  heart  ; 
The  cuifed  tree    has   blefiings  in't,   my  fweetefl 
balm  it  bears. 

I  hear  the  glorious  fufferer  tell,  25 

How  on  his  crofs  he  vanquifh'd  hell, 
And  ail  the  powers  beneath  : 
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Tranfported  and  infpir'd,  my  tongue 
Attempts  his  triumphs  in  a  fong  ; 
•'  How  has  the  ferpent  loft  his  (ling!   and  where"* 
thy  victory,  death  V  30 

But  when  he  fhews  his  hands  and  heart, 
With  thofe  dear  prints  of  dying  imart, 

He  fets  my  foul  on  fire  : 
Not  the  beloved  John  could  reft 
With  more  delight  upon  that  breaft,  35 

Nor  Thomas  pry  into  thofe  wounds  with  more  in- 
tenfe  defire. 

Kindly  he  opens  me  his  ear, 

And  bids  me  pour  my  forrow  there, 

And  tell  him  all  my  pains  : 
Thus  while  I  eafe  my  burdened  heart,  40 

In  every  woe  he  bears  a  part, 
His  arms  embrace  me,  and  his  hand  my  drooping 
head  fuftains. 

Fly  from  my  thoughts,  all  human  things, 
And  fporting  fwains,  and  fighting  kings, 

And  tales  of  wanton  love  :  45 

My  foul  difdains  that  little  fnare 
The  tangles  of  Amiro's  hair  ! 
Thine  arms,  my  God,  are  fweeter  bands,  no>  can 
my  heart  remove.  4S 


GRACE  SHINING,  AND  NATURE 
FAINTING. 

sol.  song,   i.  3  ;    11.  5  ;   vi.  5. 

1  RLE  me,  faireft  of  thy  kind, 

Tell  me,  Shepherd,  all  divine, 
Where  this  fainting  head  reclin'd 

May  relieve  fuch  cares  as  mine  > 
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Shepherd,  lead  me  to  thy  grove  ;.... 

If  burning  noon  infect  the  iky, 

The  fickcning  lheep  to  covert  fly, 

The  iheep  not  half  fo  faint  as  1, 
Thus  overcome  with  love. 

Say,  thou  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breaft,  jo 

\Y  h ere  doft  thou  lead  thy  flock  to  ieft  ? 

Why  ihould  I  appear  like  one 

Wild  and  wandering  all  alone, 

rubeloved  and  unknown  ? 

O  my  Great  Redeemer,  fay,  i  i 

Shall  I  turn  my  feet  aftray ; 
Will  Jelus  bear  to  fee  me  rove, 
To  fee  me  feek  another  love  > 

Ne'er  had  I  known  his  dearefl  name, 
Ne'er  had  I  felt  this  inward  flame,  20 

Had  not  his  heart-firings   firft  began  the  tendtr 
found  : 
Nor  can  I  bear  the  thought,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  fky, 
Should  bleed  and  die, 
Should  love  a  wretch  fo  vile  as  me,  25 

Without  returns  of  paflion  for  his  dying  wound. 

His  eyes  are  glory  mixed  with  grace  ; 

In  his  delightful  awful  face 

Sit  majefty  and  gentlenefs. 

So  tender  is  my  bleeding  heart  30 

That  with  a  frown  he  kills  : 

His  abfence  is  perpetual  fmart  j 
Nor  is  my  foul  refin'd  enough 
To  bear  the  beaming  of  his  love, 

And  feel  his  warmer  fmiles  35 

Where  (hall  I  reft  this  drooping  head  ? 
I  love,  I  love  the  fun,  and  yet  I  want  the  made. 
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My  finking  fpirits  feebly  ftrive 

T'endure  the  ecftafy  ; 
Beneath  thefe  rays  I  cannot  live,  40 

And  yet  without  them  die. 
None  knows  the  pleafure  and  the  pain 
That  all  my  inward  powers  fufrain 
But  fuch  as  feel  a  Saviour's  love,  and  love  the  God 
again. 

Oh  why  mould  beauty,  heavenly  bright,  45 

Stoop  to  charm  a  mortal's  fight 
And  torture  with  the  fweet  excefs  of  light  ? 

Our  hearts,  alas,  how  frail  their  make ! 

With  their  own  weight  of  joy  they  break,         49 
Oh,  why  is  love  fo  ftrong,  and  nature's  (elf  fo  weak  i 

Turn,  turn  away  thine  eyes, 

Afcend  the  azure  hills,  and  mine 
Among  the  happy  tenants  of  the  ikies, 

They  can  fuftain  a  vifion  fo  divine. 

O  turn  thy  lovely  glories  from  me,  5$ 

The  joys  are  too  intenfe,  the  glories  overcome  me. 

Dear  Lord,  forgive  my  rafh  complaint, 

And  love  me  Hill  ' 

Againft  my  froward  will : 

Unveil  thy  beauties  though  I  faint.  60 

Send  the  great  herald  from  the  iky, 
And  at  the  trumpet's  awful  roar 
This  feeble  ftate  of  things  mail  fly, 
And  pain  and  pleafure  mix  no  more  : 
Then  ihall  I  gaze,  with  ftrengthen'd  fight, 
On  glories  infinitely  bright, 

My  heart  ihall  all  be  love,  my  Jefus  all  delight. 67 


HOR^    LYRICS.      BOOK  I.  S9 

LOVE  TO  CHRIST, 
PRESENT  OR  ABSENT. 

Of  all  the  joys  we  mortals  know, 
Jefus,  thy  love  exceeds  the  reft  ; 
Love  the  beft  bleilings  here  below, 
And  nearelt  image  of  the  bleit. 

Sweet  are  my  thoughts,  and  foft  my  cares,  5 

When  the  celeftial  flame  I  feel ; 
In  all  my  hopes,  and  all  my  fears, 
There's  fomething  kind  and  prefling  ftill. 

While  I  am  held  in  his  embrace, 

There's  not  a  thought  attempts  to  rove  ;  10 

Each  /mile  he  wears  upon  his  face 

Fixes,  and  charms,  and  fires  my  love. 

He  fpeaks,  and  ftraight  immortal  joys 
Run  through  my  ears,  and  reach  my  heart  ; 
My  foul  all  melts  at  that  dear  voice,  15 

And  pleafure  ihoots  through  every  part. 

If  he  withdraw  a  moment's  fpace, 

He  leaves  a  facred  pledge  behind  ; 

Here  in  this  bread:  his  image  ftays, 

The  grief  and  comfort  of  my  mind.  20 

While  of  his  abfence  I  complain, 
And  long,  and  weep,  as  lovers  do, 
There's  a  flrange  pleafure  in  the  pain, 
And  tears  have  their  own  fweetnefs  too, 

When  round  his  courts  by  day  I  rove,  35 

Or  afk  the  watchmen  of  the  night 
For  fome  kind  tidings  of  my  love, 
His  very  name  creates  delight. 

M 
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Jefus,  my  God  ;  yet  rather  come  ; 
Mine  eyes  would  dwell  upon  thy  lace  ; 
'Tis  belt  to  fee  my  Lord  at  home, 
And  feel  the  prefence  of  his  grace. 


THE  ABSENCE  OF  CHRIST. 

C.OME,  lead  me  to  fome  lofty  made 
Where  turtles  moan  their  loves  ; 

Tall  fhadows  were  for  lovers  made  ; 
And  grief  becomes  the  groves. 

'Tis  no  mean  beauty  of  the  ground 
That  has  enilav'd  mine  eyes  ; 

1  faint  beneath  a  nobler  wound, 
Nor  love  below  the  Ikies. 

Jefus,  the  fpring  of  all  that'i  bright, 

The  Everlaftmg  Fair, 
Heaven's  ornament,  and  heaven's  delight, 

Is  my  eternal  care. 

But  ah  !   how  far  above  this  grave 
Does  the  bright  charmer  dwell  ? 

Abfence  thou  keeneft  wound  to  love, 
That  iharpelt  pain,  I  feel. 

Penfive,  I  climb  the  facred  hills, 

And  near  him  vent  my  woes  : 
Yet  his  fweet  face  he  (till  conceals, 

Yet  flill  my  pailion  grows. 


7  murmur  to  the  hollow  vale, 
I  tell  the  rocks  my  flame, 

And  blefs  the  echo  in  her  cell 
That  belt  repeats  his  name. 
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My  paffion  breathes  perpetual  fighs, 

Till  pitying  winds  (hall  hear, 
And  gently  bear  them  up  the  ikies, 

And  gently  wound  his  ear.  2S 


DESIRING  HIS  DESCENT  TO  EARTH. 

JESUS,  I  love.     Come  deareft  name, 
Come  and  poirefs  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
I  love,  though  'tis  a  fainter  flame, 
And  infinitely  lefs  than  thine. 

O!    if  my  Lord  would  leave  the  fkies,  5 

Drefs'd  in  the  rays  of  mildeft  grace. 
My  foul  mould  batten  to  my  eyes 
To  meet  the  pleafures  of  his  face. 

How  would  I  feaft  on  all  his  charms, 
Then  round  his  lovely  feet  entwine  !  10 

WoriTiip  and  love,  in  all  their  forms,     , 
Should  honour  beauty  fo  divine. 

In  vain  the  tempter's  flattering  tongue, 

The  world  in  vain  (hall  bid  me  move, 

In  vain  ;   for  I  mould  gaze  fo  long  15 

Till  I  were  all  transform'd  to  love. 

Then,  mighty  God,  I'd  fing  and  fay, 

"  What  empty  names  are  crowns  and  kings  ! 

"  Amongtt  them  give  thefe  worlds  away, 

*'  Thefe  little  defpicable  things."  20 

I  would  not  aflc  to  climb  the  fky, 

Nor  envy  angels  their  abode, 

I  have  a  heaven  as  bright  and  high 

|n  the  blefo'd  vifion  or  my  God.  24 


M  a 
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ASCENDING  TO  HIM  IN  HEAVEN. 

1  IS  pure  delight  without  alloy, 
Jefus,  to  hear  thy  name, 
My  fpirit  leaps  with  inward  joy, 
I  feel  the  facred  flame. 


My  paflion  holds  a  pleafing  reign,  5 

With  love  infpires  my  bre;ift, 
Love,  the  divineft  of  the  train, 

The  fovereign  of  the  reft, 

This  is  the  grace  muft  live  and  fing, 

When  faith  and  fear  fhall  ceafe,  10 

Mult  found  from  every  joyful  firing 

Through  the  fweet  groves  of  blifs. 

Let  life  immortal  feize  my  clay  ; 

Let  love  refine  my  blood  ; 
Her  flames  can  bear  my  foul  away,  15 

Can  bring  me  near  my  God. 

♦ 
Swift  I  afcend  the  heavenly  place, 

And  haften  to  my  home  : 
I  leap  to  meet  thy  kind  embrace  ; 

I  come,  O  Lord,  I  come.  20 

Sink  down,  ye  feparating  hills, 

Let  guilt  and  death  remove  : 
"Tis  love  that  drives  my  chariot-wheels, 

And  death  mult  yield  to  love.  24 
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THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD  WORTH 
DYING    FOR: 

OR,    THE    DEATH    OF    MOSES. 

LORD,  'tis  an  infinite  delight 

To  fee  thy  holy  face, 
To  dwell  whole  ages  in  thy  fight, 

And  feel  thy  vital  rays. 

This  Gabriel  knows  ;  and  fings  thy  name  $ 

With  rapture  on  his  tongue  ; 
Mofes,  the  faint,  enjoys  the  fame, 

And  heaven  repeats  the  fong. 

While  the  bright  nation  founds  thy  praiie 

From  each  eternal  hill,  10 

Sweet  odours  of  exhaling  grace 
The  happy  region  fill. 

Thy  love,  a  fea  without  a  more, 

Spreads  life  and  joy  abroad  : 
O  'tis  a  heaven  worth  dying  for  ?5 

To  fee  a  fmiling  God  ! 

Shew  me  thy  face,  and  I'll  away 

From  all  inferior  things; 
Speak,  Lord,  and  here  I  quit  my  ciay3 

And  rtretch  my  airy  wings.  20 

Sweet  was  the  journey  to  the  iky, 

The  wondrous  prophet  try'd  ; 
"  Climb  up  the  mount,"  fays  God3  "  and  die;" 

The  prophet  climb'd  and  dy'd, 

Softly  his  fainting  head  he  lay  25 

Upon  his  Maker's  bread, 
His  Maker  kifs'd  his  foul  away, 

And  laid  his  flefh  to  reft. 

M  1 
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In  God's  own  arms  he  left  the  breath 

That  God's  own  fpirit  gave  ; 
His  was  the  nobleft  road  to  death, 

And  his  the  fweetcft  grave.  32 

LONGING  FOR  HIS  RETURN. 

O  'TWAS  a  mournful  parting  day  \ 

Farewel,  my  fpoufe,  he  faid  ; 
(How  tedious,  Lord,  is  thy  delay  ! 

How  long  my  Love  hath  ftaid  !) 

Farewel  !   at  once  he  left  the  ground,  5 

And  climb'd  his  Father's  fky  ; 
Lord,  I  would  tempt  thy  chariot  down, 

Or  leap  to  thee  on  high. 


Round  the  creation  wide  I  rove, 

And  fearch  the  globe  in  vain, 
There's  nothing  here  that's  worth  my  love 

Till  thou  return  asrain. 


!© 


My  pafiions  fly  to  feck  their  King, 

And  lend  their  groans  abroad, 
They  beat  the  air  with  heavy  wing  15 

And  mourn  an  abfent  God  : 

With  inward  pain  my  heart-firings  found, 

My  foul  diitolves  away, 
Dear  Sovereign,  whirl  the  feafons  round, 

And  bring  the  promis'd  day.  a© 

HOPE  IN  DARKNESS. 

I  ET,  gracious  God, 

Yet  will  I  leek  thy  fmiling  face  ; 
What  though  a  fhort  eclipie  his  beauties  fhroud, 
•    And  bar  the  influence  of  his  rays, 
■  Tis  but  a  morning  vapour,  and  a  fummer  cloud  : 
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He  is  my  fun,  though  he  refufe  to  fliine^ 
Though  for  a  moment  he  depart, 
I  dwell  for  ever  on  his  heart, 

For  ever  he  on  mine. 
Early,  before  the  light  arife,  10 

I'll  fpring  a  thought  away  to  God  ; 
The  paflion  of  my  heart  and  eyes 
Shall  Ihout  a  thoufand  groans  and  fighs, 
A  thoufand  glances  ftrike  the  fkies, 

The  floor  of  his  abode.  15 

Dear  Sovereign,  hear  thy  fervant  pray, 
Bend  the  blue  heavens,  eternal  King, 
Downward  thy  cheerful  graces  bring; 

Or  (hall  I  breathe  in  vain  and  pant  my  hours  away  ? 

Break,   glorious  brightnefs,  through  the  gloomy 
veil.  20 

Lo,  how  the  armies  of  defpair 
Aloft  the  footy  banners  rear 
Round  my  poor  captive  foul,  and  dare 
Pronounce  me  prisoner  of  hell. 
But  thou,  my  Si;;),  and  thou,  my  Shield,  25 

Wilt  fave  me  in  the  bloody  held; 

Break,  glorious  brightnefs,  (hoot   one  glimmering 
ray, 
One  glance  of  thine  creates  a  day, 
And  drives  the  troops  of  hell  away. 

Happy  the  times,  but  ah  !  the  times  are  gone       30 

When  wondrous  power  and  radiant  grace 
Round  the  tall  arches  of  the  temple  (hone, 

And  mingled  their  victorious  rays  ; 
Sin,  with  ail  its  ghaftly  train, 

Fled  to  the  deeps  of  death  again,  35 

And  fmiling  triumph  fat  on  every  face  : 

Our  fpirits,  raptur'd  with  the  fight, 

Were  all  devotion,  all  delight, 
And  loud  hof annas  founded  the  Redeemer's  praife. 
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Here  could  I  fay,  43 

(And  point  the  place  whereon  T  flood) 
Here  I  enjoy'd  a  vifit  half  the  day 
From  my  defcending  God  : 
I  was  regal'd  with  heavenly  fare, 
With  fruir  and  manna  from  above  ;  45 

Divinely  fweet  the  bleflings  were 
While  mine  Emmanuel  was  there  ; 
And  o'er  the  head 
The  conqueror  fpread 
The  banner  of  his  love.  50 

Then  why  my  heart  funk  down  fo  low  ? 
Why  do  my  eyes  diffolve  and  flow, 

And  hopelefs  nature  mourn  ? 
Reviev,  my  foul,  thofe  pleaiing  days, 
Read  his  unalterable  grace  55 

Through  the  difpleafure  of  his  face, 

And  wait  a  kind  return. 
A  father's  love  may  raife  a  frown 
To  chide  the  child,  or  prove  the  fon, 

But  love  will  ne'er  deftroy ; 
The  hour  of  darknefs  is  but  /hort, 
Faith  be  thy  life,  and  patience  thy  fuppcrt, 

The  morning  brings  the  joy.  63 


COME,  LORD  JESUS. 

WHEN  mail  thy  lovely  face  be  fee*  ? 
When  (hall  Our  eyes  behold  our  God  > 
What  lengths  of  diftance  lie  between, 
And  hills  of  guilt ;  a  heavy  load  1 

Our  months  are  ages  of  delay, 
And  flowly  every  minute  wears  : 
Fly,  winged  time,  and  roll  away 
Thefe  tedious  rounds  of  fluggifh  years, 
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Ye  heavenly  gates,  loofe  all  your  chains, 

Let  the  eternal  pillars  bow  ;  10 

Bleft  Saviour,  cleave  the  ftarry  plains, 

And  make  the  cryftal  mountains  flow. 

Hark,  how  thy  faints  unite  their  cries, 

And  pray  and  wait  the  general  doom  ; 

Come,  thou,  the  foul  of  all  our  joys,  15 

Thou,  the  defire  of  nations,  come. 

Put  thy  bright  robes  of  triumph  on, 

And  blefs  our  eyes,  and  blefs  our  ears, 

Thou  abfent  love,  thou  dear  Unknown, 

Thou  fairefl  of  ten  thoufand  fairs.  20 

Our  hearr-ftrings  groan  Avith  deep  complaint, 
Our  flefh  lies  panting,  Lord,  for  thee, 
And  every  limb,  and  every  joint, 
Stretches  for  immortality. 

Our  fpirits  fhake  their  wings,  25 

And  burn  to  meet  their  flying  throne  j 
We  rife  away  from  mortal  things 
T'attend  thy  mining  chariot  down. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  furvey 

The  blazing  earth  and  melting  hills,  .30 

And  fmile  to  fee  the  lightnings  play, 

And  flafh  along  before  thy  wheels. 

O  for  a  fhout  of  violent  joys 

To  join  the  trumpet's  thundering  found  ! 

The  angel-herald  makes  the  fkies,  35 

Awakes  the  graves,  and  tears  the  ground. 

Ye  numbering  faints,  a  heavenly  hoft 

Stands  waiting  at  your  gaping  tombs  ; 

Let  every  facred  lleeping  duft 

Leap  into  life,  for  jefus  comes,  40 
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Jefus,  the  God  of  might  and  love, 
New  moulds  our  limbs  of  cumb'rous  clay  j 
Qmck  as  feraphic  flames  we  move, 
Active,  and  young,  and  fair  as  they. 

Our  airy  feet,  with  unknown  flight,  45 

Swift  as  the  motions  of  defire, 

Run  up  the  hills  of  heavenly  light, 

And  leave  the  weltering  world  in  fire.  48 


BEWAILING  MY  OWN  INCONSTANCY. 

I  LOVE  the  Lord!  but,  ah!  how  far 
My  thoughts  from  the  dear  object  are  ! 
This  wanton  heart,  how  wide  it  roves  ! 
And  fancy  meets  a  thoufand  loves. 

If  my  foul  burn  to  fee  my  God,  5 

I  tread  the  courts  of  his  abode, 

But  troops  of  rivals  throng  the  place, 

And  tempt  me  off  before  his  face. 

Would  I  enjoy  my  Lord  alone, 

I  bid  my  pailions  all  be  gone,  10 

All  but  my  love  j  and  charge  my  will 

To  bar  the  door  and  guard  it  ftill. 

But  cares  or  trifles  make  or  find, 

Still  new  avenues  to  the  mind, 

Till  I,  with  grief  and  wonder,  fee  15 

Huge  crowds  betwixt  the  Lord  and  me. 

Oft  am  I  told  the  mufe  will  prove 

A  friend  to  piety  and  love  ; 

Straight  I  begin  fome  facred  fong, 

And  take  my  Saviour  on  my  tongue.  10 

Strangely  I  lofe  his  lovely  face, 
To  hold  the  empty  founds  in  chafe  ; 
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At  beft  the  chimes  divide  my  heart, 
And  the  mufe  mares  the  larger  part. 

Falfe  confident!   and  falfer  breaft  !  23 

Fickle,  and  fond  of  every  gueft  : 

Each  airy  image,  as  it  flies, 

Here  finds  admittance  through  my  eyes. 

This  fcolifh  heart  can  leave  her  God, 

And  fhadows  tempt  her  thoughts  abroad  :  30 

How  fhall  I  fix  this  wandering  mind  ; 

Or  throw  my  fetters  on  the  wind  ? 

Look  gently  down,  almighty  Grace, 

Prifon  me  round  in  thine  embrace  ; 

Pity  the  foul  that  would  be  thine,  3- 

And  let  thy  power  my  love  confine. 

Say,  when  fhall  the  bright  moment  be 

That  I  (hall  live  alone  for  thee, 

My  heart  no  foreign  Lords  adore, 

And  the  wild  mufe  prove  falfe  no  more  I  4c 


FORSAKEN,  YET  HOPING, 

HAPPY  the  hours,  the  golden  days, 
When  I  could  call  my  Jefus  mine, 
And  fit  and  view  his  fmiling  face, 
And  melt  in  pleasures  all-divine. 

Near  to  my  heart,  within  my  arms,  5 

He  lay,  till  fin  defiTd  my  breafi, 

Till  broken  vows,  and  earthly  charms, 

Tir'd  and  provok'd  my  heavenly  gueft. 

And  now  he's  gone  (O  mighty  woe  !) 

Gone  from  my  ibul,  and  h ides   his  love  !  10 

Curie  on  you,  fins,  that  griev'd  him  fo, 

Ye  ii'Ai,  that  forc'd  him  to  remove. 
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Break,  break,  my  heart  ;  complain,  my  tongue  : 
Hither,  my  friends,  your  forrows  bring  : 
Angels,  aflill  my  doleful  fong,  15 

If  you  have  e'er  a  mourning  firing. 

But  ah  !  your  joys  are  ever  high, 

Ever  his  lovely  face  you  fee  ; 

While  my  poor  fpirits  pant  and  die, 

And  groan  for  thee,  my  God,  for  thee.  20 

Yet  let  my  hope  look  through  my  tears, 
And  fpy  afar  his  rolling  throne  ; 
His  chariot  through  the  cleaving  fpheres 
Shall  bring  the  bright  Beloved  down. 

Swift  as  a  roe  flies,o'er  the  hills,  25 

My  foul  fprings  out  to  meet  him  high, 
Then  the  fair  Conqueror  turns  his  wheels, 
And  climbs  the  manfions  of  the  fky. 

There  fmiling  joy  for  ever  reignsj 

No  more  the  turtle  leaves  the  dove ; 

Farewel  to  jealoufies  and  pains, 

And  all  the  ills  of  abfent  love.  32 


THE  CONCLUSION. 

GOD  EXALTED  ABOVE  ALL  PRAISE, 

ETERNAL  Power!   whofe  high  abode 
Becomes  the  grandeur  of  a  God  ; 
Infinite  length  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  Mars  revolve  their  little  rounds. 

The  lowed  ftep  above  thy  feat 

Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel's  feet, 

In  vain  the  tall  archangel  tries 

To  reach  thine  height,\vith  wond'ring  eyes 
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Thy  dazzling  beauties  whilit  lie  lings, 
He  hides  his  face  behind  his  wings  ; 
And  ranks  of  fhinihg  thrones  around 
Fall,  worshipping,  and  fpread  the  ground, 

Lord,  what  mall  earth  and  allies  do  ? 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too  ; 
From  fin  and  duft  to  thee  we  cry, 
The  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High  ! 

Earth,  from  afar,  has  heard  the  fame, 
And  worms  have  learivd  to  lifp  thy  name 
But,  O  !  the  glories  of  thy  mind 
Leave  all  our  foaring  thoughts  behind. 


lot 
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God  is  in  heaven,  and  men  below  ; 
Be  fhort,  our  tunes  ;   our  words  be  few 
A  lacred  reverence  checks  our  fongs, 
And  praife  fits  filent  on  our  tongues. 


24 


**Tibi  f:ict  law,  0  Deus."   Pfal.  lxv.  1. 
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BOOK  II. 

SACRED  TO  HONOUR,  FIRIUE, 
FRIENDSHIP 

— **=«0£^*-~- 

TO  HER  MAJESTY. 

QUEEN  of  the  northern  world,  whole  gentle  fway 

Commands  our  love,  and  charms  our  h^ats  t'obey, 

Forgive  the  nation's  groan  when  William  dy'd  : 

Lo,  at  thy  royal  feet,  in  all  the  pride 

Of  blooming  joy,  three  happy  realms  appear,        5 

And  William's  urn  almoft  without  a  tear 

Stands,  nor   complains  ;   while  from   thy  gracious 

tongue 
Peace  flows  in  diver  ftreams  amidfl  the  throng. 
Amazing  balm,  that  on  thofe  lips  was  found 
To  foothe  the  torment  of  that  mortal  wound,  M  10 
And  calm  the  wild  affright  !    The  terror  dies, 
The  bleeding  wound  cements,  the  danger  flies, 
And  Albion  fhouts  thine  honours  as  her  joys  aiiic. 

The  German  eagle  feels  her  guardian  dead, 
Not  her  own  thunder  can  fecure  her  head  j  15 

Her  trembling  eagles  haften  from  afar, 
And  Belgia's  lion  dreads  the  Gallic  war  : 
All  hide  behind  thy  ihield.     Remoter  lands, 
Whofe  lives  lay  trufted  in  Naffovian  hands, 
Transfer  their  fouls,  and  live  ;  i'ecure,  they  play  zo 
la  thy  mild  rays,  and  love  the  growing  day. 
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Thy  "beamy  wing  at  once  defends  and  warms 

Fainting  religion,  whilft,  in  various  forms, 

Fair  piety  mines  through  the  Britifh  iiles  : 

Here  at  thy  iide,  and  in  thy  kindeft  {'miles  *         25 

Blazing  in  ornamental  gold,   Die  (lands, 

To  blef's  thy  councils  and  affift  thy  hands, 

And  crowds  wait  round  her  to  receive  commands. 

There,  at  a  humble  diftance  from  the  throne  f, 

Beauteous  as  ihe  lies  ;   her  luftre  all  her  own,      30 

Ungarniih'd  ;   yet  not  blufhing,  nor  afraid, 

Nor  knows  fufpicion,  nor  affects  the  fhade  : 

Cheerful  and  pleas'd,  fhe  not  prefuraes  to  (hare 

In  thy  parental  gifts,  but  owns  thy  guardian  care. 

F-or  thee,  dear  lovereign,  endlefs  vows  arife,        35 

And  zeal  with  earthly  wing  falutes  the  ikies 

To  gain  thy  f.tfety.    Here  a  folemn  form  * 

Of  ancient  words  keeps  the  devotion  warm, 

And   guides,    but   bounds   our  wimes :   There  the 

mind  f 
Feels  its  own  fire,   and  kindles,  unconfin'd,  40 

With  bolder  hopes :   Yet  ftill  beyond  our  vows, 
Thy  lovely  glories  rife,  thy  fpreading  terror  grows. 

Princefs,  the  world  already  owns  thy  name  : 
Go,  mount  the  chariot  of  immortal  fame, 
Nor  die  to  be  cenowiTd  :    Fame's  louden:  breath  4.5 
Too  dear  is  purchas'd  by  an  angel's  death. 
The  vengeance  of  thy  rod,  with  general  joy, 
Shall  fcourge  rebellion  and  the  rival-boy  J : 
Thy  founding  arms  his  Gallic  patron  hears, 
And  fpeeds  his  flight  ;   nor  overtakes  his  fears,   50 
Til  hard  defpair  wring  from  the  tyrant's  foul 
The  iron  tears  out  :    Let  thy  frown  control 
Our  angry  jars  at  home,  till  wrath  fubmit 
Her  impious  banners  to  thy  facred  feet  ; 
Mad  zeal,  and  frenzy,  with  their  murderous  train, 
Feel  thefe  fweet  realms  in  thine  aufpicious  reign, 
Envy  expire  in  rage,  and  treafon  bite  the  chain. 

*  The  efiablifhed  church  of  England, 
f  The  Pjsteftant  dmenters.  %  The  Pretender. 

N  z 
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Let  no  black  fcenes  affright  fair  Albion's  ftage : 
Thy  thread  of  life  prolong  our  golden  age, 
Long  blefs  the  earth,  and  late  afcend  thy  throne, Co 
Ethereal ;    (not  thy  deeds  are  there  unknown, 
"Nor  there  unfung  ;   for  by  thine  awful  hands 
Heaven  rules  'the  waves,  and   thunders  o'er  the 

lands, 
Creates  inferior  kings  §,  and  gives  them  their  com- 
mands.) 
Legions  attend  thee  at  the  radiant  gates  !  65 

For  thee  thy  fifter-feraph,  blelt  Maria,  waits. 

But,  oh  !  the  parting  (broke  !  fome  heavenly  pow'r 
Cheer  thy  fad  Britons  in  the  gloomy  hour; 
Some  new  propitious  flar  appear  on  high 
The  faireft  glory  of  the  weftern  iky,  70 

And  Anna  be  its  name;  with  gentle  fway 
To  check  the  planets  of  malignant  ray, 
Soothe  the  rude  north  wind,  and  the  rugged  bear, 
Calm,  rifing  wars,  heal  the  contagious  air, 
And  reign  with  peaceful  influence  to  the  fo  lit  hern 
fphere.  75 

Note.  This  poem  was  written  in  the  year  1705,  in  that 
honourable  part  0/  the  reign  of  our  late  queen,  when  fhe  had 
broken  the  French  power  at  Blenheim,  aflerted  the  right  of 
Charles  the  prefent  emperor  to  the  crown  of  Spain,  exerted  her 
zeal  for  the  Proteftant  fucderEon,  and  promifed  inviolably  to 
maintain  the  toleration  to  the  Proteftant  diflentfcrs.  Thus  fhe 
appeared  the  chief  fupport  of  the  Reformation,  and  the  patronefs 
of  the  liberties  of  Europe. 

The  latter  part  of  her  reign  was  of  a  different  colour,  and 
was  by  no  means  attended  with  the  accomplishment  of thofe  glo- 
rious hopes  which  we  had  conceived.  Now  the  mufe  cannot 
fatisfy  herfelf  to  publifh  this  new  edition,  without  acknowledging 
the  miftake  of  her  former  prefaces,  and  while  fhe  does  the 
world  this  juftice,  fhe  does  herfelf  the  honour  of  a  voluntary  re- 
traction. 

Augufi  1,  1 72 1.  I.  W. 

$  She  made  Charles,  the  emperor's  fecond  foil,  king  of  Spain,  who  was 
afterwards  emperor  of  Germany, 
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PALINODIA. 

ORITONS,  forgive  the  forward  mufe 
That  dar'd  prophetic  feals  to  loofe, 
{Unikill'd  in  fate's  eternal  book) 
And  the  deep  characters  miflook. 

George  is  the  name,  that  glorious  liar  ;  5 

Ye  faw  his  fplendors  beaming  far  j 
Saw  in  the  eaft  your  joys  arife, 
When  Anna  funk  in  weftern  fkies, 
Streaking  the  heavens  with  crimfon  gloom, 
Emblems  of  tyranny  and  Rome,  10 

Portending  blood  and  night  to  come. 
'Twas  George  diffus'd  a  vital  ray, 
And  gave  the  dying  nations  day  ; 
His  influence  foothes  the  Ruffian  bear, 
Calms  riling  wars,  and  heals  the  air  ;  15 

Join'd  with  the  fun  his  beams  are  hurf'd 
To  Icatter  biciiings  round  the  world, 
Fulfil  whate'er  the  nuife  lias  fnoke, 
And  crown  the  work  that  Anne  forfook.  19 


TO  JOHN  LOCKE,  ESQ^ 

RETIRED    FROM    BUSINESS. 

./tlNGELS  are  made  of  heavenly  things, 
And  light  and  love  our  fouls  compofe, 
Their  blifs  within  their  bofom  fprings, 
Within  their  bofom  flows. 

But  narrow  minds  ftill  make  pretence  5 

To  fearch  the  coafts  of  fiefh  and  fenfe. 
And  fetch  diviner  pleafures  thence. 
Men  are  akin  to  ethereal  forms, 
But  they  belie  their  nobler  birth, 
Debate  their  honour  down  to  earth,  10 

And  claim  a  mare  with  worms. 
N3 
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He  that  has  treafures  of  his  own, 
May  leave  the  cottage  or  the  throne, 
May  quit  the  globe,  and  dwell  alone 

Within  his  fpacious  mind.  15 

Locke  hath  a  foul  wide  as  the  fea, 
Calm  as  the  night,  bright  as  the  day, 
There  may  his  vaft  ideas  play, 

Nor  feel  a  thought  connn'd.  19 


TO  JOHN  SHUTE,  ESQ^ 

(Afterwards  Lord  Barringtjn.) 

ON  MR.   locke's  dangerous  sickness,  some 

TIME    AFTER    HE    HAD    RETIRED    TO 
STUDY    THE    SCRIPTURES. 

.AND  muft  the  man  of  wond'rous  mind, 
(Now  his  rich  thoughts  are  juft  refin'd) 
Forfake  our  longing  eyes  ? 

Reafon  at  length  fubmits  to  wear 

The  wings  of  faith  ;  and  lo,  they  rear  5 

Her  chariot  high,  and  nobly  bear 
Her  prophet  to  the  fkies. 

Go,  friend,  and  wait  the  prophet's  flight, 
Watch  if  his  mantle  chance  to  light, 

And  feizeit  for  thy  own  ;  10 

Shute  is  the  darling  of  his  years, 
Young  Shute  his  better  likenefs  bears  ; 
All  but  his  wrinkles  and  his  hairs 

Are  copy'd  in  his  fon. 

Thus  when  our  follies,  or  our  faults,  15 

Call  for  the  pity  of  thy  thoughts, 

Thy  pen  (hall  make  us  wife: 
The  fallies  of  whofe  youthful  wit 
Could  pierce  the  BritiOi  fogs  with  light, 
Place  our  true  *  intereft  in  our  fight, 

And  open  half  our  eyes.  21 

*  The  "Intercft  of  England,"  written  by  Mr.  Shute. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

TO    MR.    WILLIAM    NOKES. 

FRIENDSHIP,  thou  charmer  of  the  mind, 

Thou  Tweet  deluding  ill, 
The  brighteit  minute  mortals  find, 

And  fharpeft  hour  we  feel. 

Fate  has  divided  all  our  mares  5 

Of  pleafure  and  of  pain  ; 
Jn  love  the  comforts  and  the  cares 

Are  mix'd  andjoin'd  again. 

But  whilft  in  floods  our  forrow  rolls,     • 

And  drops  of  joy  are  few,  io 

This  dear  delight  of  mingling  fouls 
Serves  but  to  fwell  our  woe. 

Oh  !  why  mould  blifs  depart  in  hafte, 

And  friendihip  ftay  to  moan? 
Why  the  fond  pafTion  cling  lo  faft,  15 

When  every  joy  is  gone? 

Yet  never  let  our  hearts  divide, 

Nor  death  diffblve  the  chain  : 
For  love  and  joy  were  once  ally'd, 

And  mull  be  join'd  again.  20 
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TO  NATHANIEL  GOULD,  ESCl^ 

(Afterwards  Sir  Nathaniel  Gould.) 

1  IS  not  by  fplendor,  nor  by  Hate, 
Exalted  mien,  or  lofty  gate, 
My  mufe  takes  meafures  of  a  king  : 

If  wealth,  or  weight,  or  bulk,  may  do, 
She  calls  each  mountain  of  Peru  5 

A  more  majeftic  thing. 
Frown  on  me,  friend,  if  e'er  I  boaft 
O'er  fellow-minds,  enflav'd  in  clay; 
Or  fwell  when  I  mail  have  engrofs'd 
A  larger  heap  of  mining  duft,  10 

And  wear  a  bigger  load  of  earth  than  they. 

Let  the  vain  world  falute  me  loud,  > 
My  thoughts  look  inward,  and  forget 

The  fouding  names  of  high  and  great, 
The  Batteries  of  the  crowd.  15 

When  Gould  commands  his  mips  to  run 
And  fearch  the  traffic  of  the  fea, 
Kis  fleet  o'ertakes  the  falling  day, 
And  bears  the  we  (tern  winds  away, 
Or  richer  ibices  from  the  riling  fun  :  -20 

While  the  glad  tenants  of  the  more 
Shout,  and  pronounce  him  fenator  *, 

Yet  (till  the  man's  the  fame  : 
F»r  well  the  happy  merchant  knows 
The  foul  with  treal'ure  never  grows,  25 

Nor  fwells  with  airy  fame. 

But  truft  me,  Gould,  'tis  lawful  pride 
To  rife  above  the  mean  control 
Of  flefh  and  fenfe,  to  which  we're  ty'd  ; 
This  is  ambition  that  becomes  a  foul.  3° 

We  fteer  our  courfe  up  through  the  Ikies  ; 

*  Member  of  parlianwnt  for  a  port  in  Suflex. 
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f'arewel  tills  barren  land  : 
We  view  tlie  heavenly  Ihore  with  longing  eyes, 
There  the  dear  wealth  of  fpirit  lie  , 

And  beckoning  angels  liana.  35 


THE  LIFE  OF  SOULS. 

TO      DR.      THOMAS      GIBSON. 

b\VIFT  as  the  fun  revolves  the  day, 

We  halten  to  the  dead, 
Slaves  to  the  wind,  we  puff  away, 

And  to  the  ground  we  tread. 
'Tis  air  that  lends  us  life,  when  firlt  5 

The  vital  billows  heave  : 
Our  flefh  we  borrow  of  the  duft  ; 
And  when  a  mother's  care  has  nurd 
The  babe  to  manly  fize,  we  mult 

With  ufury  pay  the  grave.  10 

Rich  juleps  drawn  from  precious  ore 

Still  tend  the  dying  name  : 
And  plants,  and  roots  of  barb'rous  name, 

Torn  from  the  Indian  lhorc.     - 
Thus  we  fupport  our  tott'ring  fiefh,  15 

Our  cheeks  re  fume  the  rofe  afrefh, 
When  bark  and  (teel  play  well  their  game 

To  lave  our  finking  breath, 
And  Gibfon,  with  his  awful  power, 
Refcues  the  poor  precarious  hour  20 

From  the  demands  of  death. 

But  art  and  nature,  powers  and  charms, 
And  drugs,  and  recipes,  and  forms, 
Yield  us,  at  laft,  to  greedy  worms 

A  defpicable  prey  ;  25 

Ld  have  a  life  to  call  my  own, 
That  fhall  depend  on  heaven  alone  ; 
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Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  fea 
Mix  their  bale  eflenceswith  mine, 
Nor  claim  dominion  fo  divine  30> 

To  give  me  leave  to  be. 

Sure  there's  a  mind  within,  that  reigns 

O'er  the  dull  current  of  my  veins  ; 

I  feel  the  inward  pulfe  beat  high 

With  vigorous  immortality.  35 

Let  earth  refume  the  flefh  it  gave, 

And  breath  diflblve  amongft  the  winds  ; 

Gibfon,  the  things  that  fear  a  grave, 

That  I  can  lofe,  or  you  can  fave, 

Are  not  akin  to  minds.  40 

We  claim  acquaintance  with  the  fkics, 
Upwards  our  fpirits  hourly  rife, 

And  there  our  thoughts  employ  : 
When  heaven  mall  fign  our  grand  releafe, 
We  are  no  itrangcrs  to  the  place, 

TJie  bufmefs,  or  the  joy.  4^ 


FALSE  GREATNESS. 

IXIyLO,  forbear  to  call  him  blefs'd 

That  only  boafts  a  large  eftate, 

Should  all  the  treafures  of  the  weft 

Meet,  and  confpire  to  make  him  great. 

I  know  thy  better  thoughts,  I  know  5 

Thy  reafon  can't  defcend  fo  low. 

Let  a  broad  ftream,  with  golden  fands, 

Through  all  his  meadows  roll, 
He's  but  a  wretch,  with  all  his  lands, 

That  wears  a  narrow  foul.  10 

He  fwells  amidft  his  wealthy  (lore, 
And  proudly  polling  what  he  weighs, 
In  his  own  fcale  he  fondly  lays 
Huge  heaps  of  mining  ore. 
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balance  wide  to  hold 
I .     manors  and  his  farms, 
And  cheats  the  beam  with  loadsof  gold 
He  hugs  between  his  arms. 

the  ploughboy  climb  a  tree, 

Wli  mounts  his  throne. 

And  both  Hand  up,  and  fmile  to  fee 

How  Long  their  (hadoWs  grown. 
Alas  !   how  vain  their  fancies  be 

To  dunk,  that  ihape  their  own  ! 

Tims  mingled  ftill  with  wealth  and 
Crceftrs  hrmfelf  can  never  know  ; 
His  true  dimensions  and  his  weight 
Are  far  interior  to  their  ihow. 
Were  1  fo  tall  to  reach  the  pole, 
Or  grafp  the  ocean  with  my  fpan, 
I  mufl  be  meafur'd  by  my  foul: 
The  mind's  the  ftaudard  of 


AN  EPIST] 

TO    S  A  R I S  S  A . 

DEAR  up,  SarilTa,  through  the  ruffling 

Of  a  vain  vexing  world  :    1  read  down  the  cai 

Thofe  ragged  thorns,  that  lie  acrofs  the  road, 

Nor  fpend  a  tear  upon  them.     Truft  the  raufe, 

She  finga  experiene'd  truth  :  This  brmy  dew,       5 

'1  his  rain  of  eyes,  will  make  the  briers  gr< 

We  travel  through  a  defert,  and  our  feet 

Have  meafur'd  a  fair  fpace,  have  left  behind 

A  thoufand  dangers,  and  a  thou  land  fnares, 

Well  'fcapM.     Adieu,  ye  horrors  of  the  dark,     n 

Ye  finiuVd  labours,  and  ye  tedious  toils 

Of  days  and  hours  :  the  twinge  of  real  fmart, 

And  the  ralfe  terrors  of  ill-boding  dreams, 

Van: Hi  together,  be  alike  forgot, 

For  ever  blended  in  one  common  grave.  15 
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Farewel,  ye  waxing,  and  ye  waning  moons, 
That  we  have  watch'd  behind  the  Hying  clouds, 
On  night's  dark  hill,  or  letting  or  afcending, 
Or  in  meridian  height :   then  filence  reign'd 
O'er  half  the  world  ;  then  ye  beheld  our  tears,  20 
Ye  witnefs'd  our  complaints,  our  kindred  groans, 
(Sad  harmony  !)  while  with  your  beamy  horns, 
Or  richer  orb,  ye  filvered  o'er  the  green 
Where  trod  our  feet,  and  lent  a  feeble  light 
To  mourners.     Now  ye  have  fulfilled  your  round, 
Thofe  hours  are  Med,  farewel.     Months  that  are 
gone,  26 

Are  gone  for  ever,  and  have  borne  away 
Each  his  own  load.     Our  woes  and  forrows  pafr, 
Mountainous  woes,  (till  leffen  as  they  fiy 
Far  off'.     So,  billows  in  a  ftormy  lea,  30 

Wave  after  wave  (a  long  fuccellion)  roll 
Beyond  the  ken  of  light  :   the  fuilors,  lafe, 
Look  far  aftern  till  they  have  loft  the  ltorm, 
And  fhout  their  boifterous  joys.     A  gentler  mufe 
Sings  thy  dear  fafety,  and  commands  thy  cares    35 
To  dark  oblivion,  bury'd  deep  in  night  ; 
Lofe  them,  Sarilla,  and  aflift  my  long. 

Awake  thy  voice,  fing  how  the  (lender  line 
Of  fate's  immortal  now  divides  the  pad 
From  all  the  future,  with  eternal  bars,  40 

Forbidding  a  return.     The  paft  temptations 
No  more  fhall  vex  us  ;  every  grief  we  feel 
Shortens  the  deftin'd  number  ;   every  puiie 
Beats  a  fharp  moment  of  the  pain  away, 
And  the  laft  llroke  will  come.   By  fwift  degrees  45 
Time  fweeps  us  oft",   and  we  fhall  foon  arrive 
At  life's  fweet  period  :    O  celeltial  point 
That  ends  this  mortal  (lory  ! 

But  if  a  glimpfe  of  light,  with  flattering  ray, 
Breaks  thro'  the  clouds  of  life,  or  wandering  fire, 
Amidft  the  fhades,  invite  your  doubtful  feet,      51 
Beware  the  dancing  meteor  ;  faithlefs  guide  1 
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That  leads  the  lonefome  pilgrim  w  id 
I     bogs,  and  fens,  and  pit>,  and  certain  death  ! 
Should  vicious pleafure  take  an  angel-form, 
And  at  a  diftance  rife,  by  How  degi 

1  reacherous,  to  wind  herfelf  into  your  heart, 
Stand  firm  aloof;  nor  let  the  gaudy  phantom 
Too  long  allure  your  gaze  :   the  jufl  delight 
That  heaven  indulges  lawful  muft  obey  v  i 

Superior  powers;   nor  tempt  your  thoughts  too  tar 
In  llavcry  to  fenfe,  nor  fwell  your  hope 
To  dangerous  fize  :    it"  it  approach  your  feet. 
And  court  your  hand,  forbid  th'intruding  jo) 
To  fit  too  near  your  heart.     Still  may  our  fouls  (<^ 
Claim  kindred  with  the  fkies,  nor  mix  with  JvA: 
Our  better-born  affections  ;  leave  the  globe 
A  neft  for  worms,  and  halten  to  our  home. 

O  there  are  gardens  of  th'immorta]  kind, 
That  crown  the  heavenly  Eden's  rifing  hills 

With  beauty  and  with  fweets  ;    no  lurking  mifchief 
Dwells  in  the  fruit,  nor  ferpent  t\\  ines  r  1 » < -  b.  . 
The  branches  bend  laden  with  life  and  blifs 
Ripe  for  the  tafle,  but  'tis  a  fteep  afcent  : 
Hold  tall  the  *  golden  chain,  let  down  from  h<  aven, 
Twill  help  your  feet  and  wings  ;   I  feel  its  for< 
Draw  upwards  ;    fattened  to  the  pearly  gate, 
It  guides  the  way  unerring  :    happy  cine  ! 
Thro'this  dark  wild.  'Twas  wifdom's  nobleft  work , 
All  join'd  by  power  divine,  and  every  link  i^  love. 

PARADISE. 

TO    MR.    T.     BRADBURY. 

YOUNG  as  I  am,  I  quit  the  ftage, 
Nor  will  I  know  th'applaufes  of  the  ago  ; 
Farewel  to  growing  fame.      I  leave  below 
A  life  not  half  worn  ou<  with  cares, 

Or  agonies,  or  j  ears  ;  5 

»  The  Gofpcl. 

o 
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I  leave  my  country  all  in  tears  ; 
But  heaven  demands  me  upward,  and  I  dare  to  go. 
Amoigft  ye,  friends,  divide  and  /hare 

The  remnant  of  my  days, 
If  ye  have  patience,  aod  can  bear  n 

A  long  fatigue  of  life,  and  drudge  through  all  the 
race. 
Hark  !  my  fair  guardian  chides  my  flay, 

And  waves  his  gol 
'*  Angel,  I  eome  ;    lead  on  the  way  :'* 

•  And  now  by  fwift  degrees  15 

I  fail  aloft  through  azure  leas, 

■  tread  th<v  milky  road  : 
Farewel,  ye  planets,  in  your  fpheres ; 
And  as  the  ftars  art  loft,  a  brighter  iky  appears. 

In  hafte  for  paradiie  20 

I  itretch  the  pinions  of  a  bolder  thought; 

Scarce  had  I  willVi,  but  I  wa«>  pad 
Delcrts  of  tracklef  slight,  and  all  tlrethereal  wafte. 

And  to  the  facred  borders  brought  ; 
There  on  the  wing  a  guard  of  cherubs  lies,  25 

Each  vraves  a  keen  flame  as  he  flies, 
And  well  defends  the  walls  from  lieges  and  fur- 
prife. 

With  pleafmg  reverence,  I  behold 
The  pearly  portals  wide  unfold  : 
Enter,  my  foul,  and  view  Th'amazing  fecnes  ;        30 
Sit  faft  upon  the  flying  mufe, 

And  let  thy  roving  wonder  loofe 
O'er  all  th'empyreal  plains. 
Noon  ftands  eternal  here  :   here  may  thy  fight 
Drink  in  the  rays  of  primogenial  Light  ;  35 

Here  breathe  immortal  air  ; 
Joy  muft  beat  high  in  every  vein, 
Pleafure  through  all  the  bo'om  reign; 
The  laws  forbid  the  Granger,  pain, 

And  baniih  every  care.  40 

See  how  the  bubbling  fprings  of  love 
Beneath  the  throne  arife  ; 
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The  ftreams  in  cryftal  channels  move, 
Around  the  golden  ftreets  they  rove, 
And  blefs  the  manfions  of  the  upper  ikies.  45 

There  a  fair  grove  of  knowledge  grows, 
Nor  fin  nor  death  infects  the  fruit  ; 
Young  life  hangs  frefh  on  all  the  boughs, 
And  fprings  from  every  root  ; 
Here  may  thy  greedy  fenfes  feaft  50 

While  ecftafy  and  health  attends  on  every  tafte. 

With  the  fair  profpect  charm'd  I  flood  ; 
Tearlefs  I  feed  on  the  delicous  fare, 
And   drink,    profufe,    falvation   from   the    filver 
flood, 
Nor  can  excels  be  there.  55 


In  facred  order  ranged  along 

Saints,  new-releas'd  by  death, 
Join  the  bold  feraphs'  warbling  breath, 

And  aid  th'immortal  fang. 
Each  has  a  voice  that  times  his  (brings  €0 

To  mighty  founds,  and  mighty  things, 

Things  of  everlatling  weight, 
Sounds,  like  the  foiter  viol,  fweet, 

And  like  the  trumpet,  itrong. 
Divine  attention  held  my  foul,  65 

I  was  all  ear  ! 
Through  all  my  powers  the  heavenly  accents  roll, 
I  long'd  and  wiAYd  my  Bradbury  there  ; 
"  Could  he  but  hear  thefe  notes,"  I  faid, 
*{  His  tuneful  foul  would  never  bear  70 

ft  The  dull  unwinding  of  life's  tedious  thread, 
"  But  burft  the  vital   chords  to  reach  the  happy 
dead/' 


And  now  my  tongue  prepares  to  join 
The  harmony,  and  with  a  noble  aim 

Attempts  tlVunutterable  name,  75 

Btit  faints,  confounded  by  the  notes  divine : 
Again  my  foul  th'unequal  honour  fought, 
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Again  her  utmoft  force  (he  brought, 
And  bow'd   beneath  the  burden  of  th'unwieldy 
thought. 
Thrice  I  effay'd,  and  fainted  thrice  ;  80 

Th'immortal  name  ftrain'd  my  feeble  frame, 
Broke  the  bright  vifion,  and  diflblv'd  the  dream  : 
I  funk  at  once,  and  loft  the  fkies  : 
In  vain  I  fought  the  fcenes  of  light, 
Rolling  abroad  my  longing  eyes, 
For  all  around   them  flood  my  curtains  and   the 
night.  S6 
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I  \\I  borne  aloft,  and  leave  the  crowd, 
I  fail  upon  a  morning  cloud 

Skirted  with  dawning  gold  : 
Mine  eyes  beneath  the  open  day. 
Command  the  globe  with  wide  furvey,  5 

Where  ants  in  bufy  millions  play, 

And  tug  and  heave  the  mould. 

41  Are  thefe  the  things  (mypallion  cry'd) 
•"  That  we  call  men  ?  Are  thefe  ally'd 

"  To  the  fair  worlds  of  light  ?  10 

*i  They  have  'ras'd  out  their  Maker's  name, 
"  Graven  on  their  minds  with  pointed  .flame, 

"  In  ilrokes  divinely  bright. 

•'Wretches  !  they  hate  their  native  fkies  ; 

"  ii  an  ethereal  thought  arife,  i£ 

u  Or  {park  of  virtue  mine, 
il  With  cruel  force,  they  damp  its  plumes, 
"  Choke  the  young  fire  with  fenfual  fumes, 
*4  With  bufinefs,  luft,  or  wine.  _ 
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41  Lo!  how  they  throng,  with  panting  breath, 

*'  The  broad  descending  road 
"  That  leads  unerring  down  to  death, 

"  Nor  mifs  the  dark  abode." 
Thus  while  I  drop  a  tear  or  two 
On  the  wild  herd,  a  nobler  few  25 

Dare  to  ftray  upward,  and  purfue 

Th'unbeaten  way  to  God. 

]  meet  Myrtillo  mounting  high, 

I  know  his  candid  foul  afar  ; 

Here  Dorylus  and  Thyrfis  fly,  30 

Each  like  a  rifing  ftar. 
Charin  I  faw,  and  Fidea  there, 
I  faw  them  help  each  other's  flight. 

And  blefs  them  as  they  go  ; 

They  foar  beyond  my  labouring  fight,  35 

And  leave  their  loads  of  mortal  care, 

But  not  their  love,   below. 
On  heaven,  their  home,  they  fix  their  eyes, 

The  temple  of  their  God  : 
With  morning  incenfe  up  they  rife  40 

Sublime,  and  through  the  lower  ikies 

Spread  the  perfumes  abroad. 

Acrofs  the  road  a  feraph  flew, 

*l  Mark  (faid  he)  that  happy  pair, 

**  Marriage  helps  devotion  there  .  45 

"  When  kindred  minds  their  God  purfue, 

*'  They  break  with  double  vigour  through 

<<  The  dull  incumbent  air." 
Charm'd  with  the  pleafure  and  fur  prize, 

My  foul  adores  and  firigs,  5° 

"  Blefs'd  be  the  power  that  fprings  their  flight, 
«'  That  (Ireaks  their  path  with  heavenly  light, 
"  That  turns  their  love  to  facrifke, 

"  And  joins  their  zeal  for  wings."  54 


o  3 
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TO  MESSRS.  C.  AND  S.  FLEETWOOD. 

r  LEETWOODS,  young  generous  pair, 

Defpife  the  joys  that  fools  purine  ; 

Bubble.-  are  light  and  brittle  too, 

Born  of  the  water  and  the  air. 

Try'd  by  a  ftandard,  bold  and  juft,  5 

Honour  and  gold,  and  paint  and  dull; 

How  vile  the  laft  Ls,  and  as  vain  the  rhu  ! 
Things  that  the  crowd  call  great  and  brave, 
With  me  how  low  their  value's  brought! 
Titles  and  names,  and  life  and  breath,  10 

Slaves  to  the  wind,  and  born  for  death  ; 
The  fours  the  only  thing  we  have 
Worth  an  important  thought. 

The  foul  !  'tis  of  th'immortal  kind, 

Nor  form'd  of  fire,  of  earth,  or  wind,  15 

Outlives  the  mouldering  corpfe,  and  leaves  the 
globe  behind. 

In  limbs  of  clay  though  fhe  appears, 
Array'd  in  rofy  (kin,  and  deck'd  with  ears  and  eyes, 

The  flefh  is  but  the  foul's  difguife, 
There's  nothing  in  her  frame  'kin  to  the  drefs  fhe 
wears.  ^o 

From  all  the  laws  of  matter  free, 

From  all  we  feel,  and  all  we  fee, 
She  ftands  eternally  diftinct,  and  muft  for  ever  be. 

Rife  then,  my  thoughts,  on  high, 
Soar  beyond  all  that's  made  to  die  ;  25 

_  Lo  !   on  an  awful  throne, 
Sits  the  Creator  and  the  Judge  of  Amis, 
Whirling  the  planets  round  the  poles, 
Winds  off  our   threads   of   life,    and  brings  our 

periods  on. 
Swift  the  approach,  and  folemn  is  the  day,      '  30 
When  this  immortal  mind, 


HOR/E   LYR1C/F..       BOOK  II.  H<; 

Srripp'd  of  the  body's  coarfe  army, 
To  endlefs  pain,  or  endlefs  joy, 
Muft  be  at  once  eonfign'd. 

Think  of  the  fands  run  down  to  wafte,  35 

We  poirefs  none  of  all  the  part, 

None  but  the  prefent  is  our  own  ; 

Grace  is  not  plac'd  within  our  power, 

'Tisbut  one  fhort,  one  mining  hour, 
Bright  and  declining  as  a  fetting  fun.  40 

See  the  white  minutes,  wing'd  with  hafte  ; 

The  now  that  flies  may  be  the  lait ; 
Seize  the  falvation  e'er  'tis  paft, 
Nor  mourn  the  blefling  gone  : 

A  thought's  delay  is  ruin  here,  45 

A  clofing  eye,  a  gafping  breath, 

Shuts  up  the  golden  fcene  in  death, 

And  drowns  you  in  defpair.  4S 


TO    WILLIAM    BLACKBOURN,    ESO^ 

CASSIMIRE,    LIB.   II.    OD.  2,    IMITATED. 
"  Quaetegit  canas  mocio  Bruma  valks,"  &c. 

MARK  how  it  fnows !   how  fad  the  valley  fills  \ 
Andthefweet  groves  the  hoary  garment  wear  ; 
Yet  the  warm  funbeams,  bounding  from  the  hills, 
Shall  melt  the  veil  away,  and  the   young  green 
appear. 

But  when  old  age  has  on  your  temples  fhed  5 

Her  filver-froft,  there's  no  returning  fun  ; 
Swift  flies  our  autumn,  fwift  our  fummer's  fled, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  fpiing,  and  golden  joys 
are  cone. 
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Then  cold,  and  winter,  and  your  aged  fnow, 
Stick  faft  upon  you  ;   not  the  rich  array,  xo 

Not  the  green  garland,  not  the  rofy  bough, 
Shall  cancel  or  conceal  the  melancholy  grey. 

The  chafe  of  pleafure  is  not  worth  the  pains, 
While  the  bright  fands  of  health  run  wafting  down  ; 
And  honour  calls  you  from  the  fatter  fcenes,        15 
To  fell  the  gaudy  hour  for  ages  of  renown. 

"Tis  but  one  youth,  and  ftiort,  that  mortals  have, 
And  one  old  age  diffolves  our  feeble  frame  ; 
But  there's  a heav'nly  art  f  elude  the  grave, 
And  with  the  hero-race  immortal  kindred  claim.  20 

The  man  that  h?s  his  country's  facred  tears 
Bedewing  his  cold  herfe,  has  liv'd  his  day  : 
Thus,  Biackbourn,  we  mould  leave  our  names  our 

heirs  ; 
Old  time   and   waning  moons   fweep  all   the  rel! 

away.  24. 


TRUE  MONARCHY. 


1  HE  rifmg  year  beheld  the'imperious  Gaul 
Stretch  his  dominion,   while  a  hundred  towns 
Crouclvd  to  the  victor  :   but  a  ftcady  foul 
Stands  firm  on  its  own  bafe,  and  reigns  as  wide, 
As  abfolute;  and  fways  ten  thoufand  ilaves,         5 
Lulls  and  wild  fancies,  with  a  fovereign  hand. 

We  are  a  little  kingdom  ;  but  the  man 
That  chains  his  rebel  will  to  reafon's  throne, 
Forms  it  a  large  one,  while  his  royal  mind 
Makes  heaven  its  council,  from  the  rolls  above    10 
i .-...-  s  its  own  ftatutes,  and  with  joy  obeys. 
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'Tis  not  a  troop  of  well-appointed  guards 
Create  a  monarch,  not  a  purple  robe, 
Dy'd  in  the  people's  blood  ;  not  all  the  crowns 
Or  dazzling  tiars  that  bend  about  the  head,  15 

Tho'  gilt  with  funbeams,  and  fet  round  with  ilars, 
A  monarch  he  that  conquers  all  his  fears, 
And  treads  upon  them  ;  when  he  flands  alone, 
Makes  his  own  camp  ;   four  guardian  virtues  wait 
His  nightly  {lumbers,  and  fecure  his  dreams.        20 
Now  dawns  the  light  ;  he  ranges  all  his  thoughts 
In  fquare  battalions,  boid  to  meet  th'attacks 
Of  time  and  chance,  himfelf  a  numerous  ho  ft,. 
All  eye,  all  ear,  all  wakeful  as  the  day, 
Firm  as  a  rock,  and  movelefs  as  the  centre.        25 

In  vain  the  harlot,  pleafure,  fpreads  her  charms, 
To  lull  his  thoughts  in  luxury's  fair  lap, 
To  fenfual  eafe  (the  bane  of  little  kings, 
Monarchs,  whofe  waxen  images  of  fouls 
Are  moulded  into  foftnefs)  ;  full  his  mind  30 

Wears  its  own  fliape,  nor  can  the  heavenly  form 
Stoop  to  be  modell'd  by  the  wild  decrees 
Of  the  mad  vulgar,  that  unthinking  herd. 

He  lives  above  the  crowd,  nor  hears  the  noife 
Of  wars  and  triumphs,  nor  regards  the  fhouts  35 
Of  popular  applaufe,  that  empty  found  ; 
Nor  feels  the  flying  arrows  of  reproach, 
Or  fpite  or  envy.     In  himfelf  fecure, 
Wifdom  his  tower,  and  confcience  is  his  fhield, 
His  peace  all  inward,  and  his  joys  his  own.         4© 

Now  my  ambition  fwells,  my  wifhes  foar, 
This  be  my  kingdom  ;   fit  above  the  globe, 
My  rifing  foul,  and  drefs  thyfelf  around, 
And  fhine  in  virtue's  armour;   climb  the  height 
Of  w  ifdonVs  lofty  caftle,  there  refide  45 

Safe  from  the  fmiling  and  the  frowning  world. 
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■,  once  a  day,  drop  down  a  gentle  look 
On  the  great  molehill,  and,  with  pitying  eye, 
Survey  the  bufy  emmets  round  the  heap, 
Crowding  and  buftling  in  a  thoufand  forms  50 

Of  ftrife  and  toil,  to  purchafe  wealth  and  fame, 
V  bubble  or  a  duli  : — Then  call  thy  thought., 
Up  to  thyfclf,  to  feed  on  joys  unknown, 
Rich  without  gold,  and  great  without  renown.  54 


TRUE  COURAGE. 

IlONOUR  demands  my  fong.  Forget  the  ground, 

My  generous  mufe,  and  (it  among  the  ftars  ! 

There  fing  the  foul  that,  confeious  of  her  birth, 

Lives  like  a  native  of  the  vital  world, 

Among  thefe  dying  clods,  and  bears  her  ftate       5 

Juft  to  herfelf :   how  nobly  fhe  maintains 

Her  character ;  fuperior  to  the  flefh, 

She  wields  her  paiiions,  like  her  limbs,  and  knows 

The  brutal  powers  were  only  born  t'obey. 

This  is  the  man  whom  dorms  could  never  make 
Meanly  complain ;  nor  can  a  flattering  gale         11 
Make  him  talk  proudly  :   he  hath  no  deiire 
To  read  his  fecret  fate  :   yet,  unconcern1d 
And  calm,  could  meet  his  unborn  deftiny, 
In  all  its  charming,  or  its  frightful,  fhapes.         15 

He  that,  unfhrinking,  and  without  a  groan, 
Bears  the  fir  ft  wound,   may  finifli  all  the  war 
With  mere  courageous  filence,  and  come  off 
Conqueror  :   for  the  man  that  well  conceals 
The  heavy  ftrokes  of  fate,  he  bears  them  well.  23 

He,  though  th' Atlantic  and  the  Midland  feas 
With  adverfe  furges  meet,  and  rife  on  high 
Sufpended  ?twixt  the  winds,  then  rufli  amain, 
Mingled  with  flames,  upon  his  fingle  head, 
And  clouds,  and  liars,  and  thunder,  firm  he  ftands,25 
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Secure  of  his  bell  life  ;  unhurt,   unmov'd  ; 
And  drops  his  lower  nature,  born  for  death. 
Then  from  the  lofty  cattle  of  his  mind, 
Sublime,  looks  down,  exulting,  and  furveys 
The  ruins  of  creation  (fouls  alone  3 

.Are  heirs  of  dying  worlds)  ;   a  piercing  glance 
Shoots  upwards  from  between  his  doling  lids, 
To  reach  his  birthplace,  and,  without  a  figh, 
Ke  bids  his  batter'd  flefh  lie  gently  down 
Among  his  native  rubbifh  ;   whilft  the  fpirit         35 
Breathes  and  flies  upward,  an  undoubted  guefi 
Of  the  third  heaven,  th'unruinable  fky. 

Thither,  when  fate  has  brought  our  willing  fouh, 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  (harp  difeafe, 
Or  a  (harp  fword,  that  help'd  the  travellers  on,    40 
And  puhYd  us  to  our  home.     Bear  up,  my  friend, 
Serenely,  and  break  through  the  ftoxmy  brine 
With  fteady  prow  ;  know,  we  mall  once  arrive 
At  the  fair  haven  of  eternal  blifs, 
To  which  we  ever  fleer  ;  whether,  as  kings,       45 
Of  wide  command,  we've  fpread  the  fpaeious  fea 
With  a  broad  painted  fleet,  or  row'd  along 
In  a  thin  cockboat,  Avith  a  little  oar. 

There  let  my  native  plank  fhift  me  to  land, 
And  I'll  be  happy  :   Thus  I'll  leap  afhore, 
Joyful  and  fearlefs,  on  th'immortal  coaft, 
Since  all  I  leave  is  mortal,  and  it  muff  be  loft.       52 

FREE  PHILOSOPHY. 

TO  THE   MUCH  HONOURED   MR.  THOMAS  ROWE, 

THE    DIRECTOR    OF    MY    YOUTHFUL 

STUDIES. 

CUSTOM,  that  tyrannefs  of  fools, 
That  .eads  the  learned  round  the  ichools^ 
In  magic  chains  of  formo  and  rules  \ 
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My  genius  ftorms  her  throne  : 
No  more,  ye  (laves,  with  awe  profound,  5 

Beat  the  dull  track,   nor  dance  the  round  : 
Loofe  hands,  and  quit  th'inchantcd  ground  : 

Knowledge  invites  us  each  alone. 
I  hate  thefe  (hackles  of  the  mind, 

Forg'd  by  the  haughty  wife  ;  10 

Souls  were  not  born  to  be  confin'd, 
And  led,  like  Samfon,  blind  and  bound  ; 
But  when  his  native  drength  he  found, 

He  well  aveng'd  his  eyes. 
I  love  thy  gentle  influence,  Rowe,  15 

Thy  gentle  influence,  like  the  fun, 
Only  diflblves  the  frozen  Fhow, 
Then  bids  our  thoughts,  like  rivers  flow, 
And  choofe  the  channels  where  they  run. 

Thoughts  mould  be  free  as  lire  or  wind  ;  20 

The  pinions  of  a  fingle  mind 

Will  through  all  nature  fly  : 
But  who  can  drag  up  to  the  poles 
Long  fetter'd  ranks  of  leaden  fouls  ? 
A  genius  which  no  chain  controls  25 

Roves  with  delight,  or  deep,  or  high  : 
Swift  I  furvey  the  globe  around, 
Dive  to  the  centre  through  the  folid  ground, 

Or  travel  o'er  the  flcy,  -19 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  MULTITUDE. 

TO  THE  REV.   MR.   BENONI   ROWE. 

ROWE,  if  we  make  the  crowd  our  guide, 

Through  life's  uncertain  road, 
Mean  is  the  chafe  ;   and,  wandering  wide, 

We  mifs  th'immortal  good  ; 
Yet,   if  my  thoughts  could  be  confin'd 
To  follow  any  leader-mind, 
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I'd  mark  thy  ileps,  and  tread  the  fame  : 
Drefs'd  in  thy  notions,   I'd  appear, 
Not  like  a  foul  of  mortal  frame, 

Nor  with  a  vulgar  air.  ltt 

Men  live  at  random,  and  by  cliar.ee, 

Bright  reafon  never  leads  the  dance  ; 
While  in  the  broad  and  beaten  way, 

O'er  dales  and  hills,  from  truth  we  ftray, 
To  ruin  we  defcend,   to  ruin  we  advance.  15 

Wifdom  retires,   ihe  hates  the  crowd, 
And,  with  a  decent  fcorn, 
Aloof  (he  climbs  her  fteepy  feat, 
Where  nor  the  grave  nor  giddy  feet 
Of  the  learn'd  vulgar,  or  the  rude,  20 

Have  e'er  a  pailage  worn. 

Mere  hazard  firft  began  the  track, 
Where  cuftoin  leads  her  thoufands  blind, 

In  willing  chains  and  ftrong  ; 
There's  fcarce  one  bold,  one  noble  mind  35 

Dares  tread  the  fatal  error  back  ; 
But,  hand  in  hand,  ourfelvcs  we  bind, 

And  drag -the  age  along. 

Mortals,  a  favage  herd,   and  loud 

As  billows  on  a  noify  flood,  3® 

In  rapid  order  roll  : 
Example  makes  the  mifchief  good: 
With  jocund  heel  we  beat  the  road, 

Unheedful  of  the  goal. 
Me  let  IthurieTs  friendly  wing  35 

Snatch  from  the  crowd,  and  bear  fublime 

To  wifdom's  lofty  tower  ; 
Thence  to  furvey  that  wretched  thing, 
Mankind  ;  and  in  exalted  rhyme 

Blefs  the  delivering  power,  40 
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TO  THE  REV.  MR.  JOHN  HOWE. 

vtREAT  man,  permit  the  mufe  to  climb, 

And  feat  her  at  thy  feet  ; 
Bid  her  attempt  a  thought  fublime, 

And  confecrate  her  wit. 
I  feel,  I  feel  th'attractive  force  5 

Of  thy  fuperior  foul : 
My  chariot  flies  her  upward  courfe, 

The  wheels  divinely  roll. 
Now  let  mc  chide  the  mean  affairs 

And  mighty  toil  of  men  :  10 

How  they  grow  grey  in  trifling  cares, 
Or  wafte  the  motions  of  the  Ipheres 

Upon  delights  as  vain  ! 
A  puff  of  honour  fills  the  mind, 
And  yellow  durt  is  folid  good  ;  15 

Thus,  like  the  afs  of  favage  kind, 
We  fnuff  the  breezes  of  the  wind, 

Or  iteal  the  ferpent*s  food. 
Could  all  the  choirs 
That  charm  the  poles  20 

But  ftrike  one  doleful  found, 
'Twould  be  employ'd  to  mourn  our  fouls, 
Souls  that  were  fram'd  of  fprightly  fires 

In  floods  of  fofiy  drown'd  ! 
Souls  made  of  glory  feek  a  brutal  joy  ;  i$ 

How  they  difclaim  their  heavenly'birth  ! 
Melt  their  bright  fubftance  down  with  droily  earth, 
And  hate  to  be  refin'd  from  that  impure  alloy. 

Oft  lias  thy  genius  rous'd  us  hence, 

With  elevated  fong,  30 

Bid  us  renounce  this  world  of  fenfe, 
Bid  us  divide  th'immortal  prize 

With  the  feraphic  throng : 
"  Knowledge  and  love  make  fpirits  bled, 
"  Knowledge  their  food,  and  love  their  refl  ;       ZS 
But  flefh,  th'unmanageabl'j  beaftj 
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Refills  the  pity  of  thine  eyes, 
And  raufic  of  thy  tongue. 
Then  let  the  worms  of  groveling  mind 
Round  the  fhort  joys  of  earthly  kind,  40 


In  reftlefs  windings,  roam 


Howe  hath  an  ample  orb  of  foul, 
Where  mining  worlds  of  knowledge  roll, 
Where  love,   the  centre  and  the  pole, 

Completes  the  heaven  at  home.  45 


THE  DISAPPOINTMENT  AND  RELIEF. 

V  IRTUE,  permit  my  fancy  to  impofe 

Upon  my  better  powers  : 
She  calls  Tweet  fallacies  on  half  our  woes, 

And  gilds  the  gloomy  hours. 
How  could  we  bear  this  tedious  round  5 

Of  waning  moons,  and  rolling  years, 
Of  flaming  hopes,  and  chilling  fears, 
If  (where  no  Sovereign  cure  appears) 
No  opiates  could  be  found. 

Love,  the  mod  cordial  dream  that  flows,         10 
Is  a  deceitful  good  ; 
Young  Doris,  who  nor  guilt  nor  danger  knows, 

On  tiie  green  margin  flood, 
Pleas'd  with  the  golden  bubbles  as  they  rofe, 
And  with  more  golden  fands  her  fancy  pav'd  the 
flood;  15 

Then,  fond  to  be  entirely  bleft, 
And  tempted  by  a  faithlefs  youth, 
As  void  of  goodnefs  as  of  truth, 
She  plunges  in,  with  heedlefs  hafte, 

And  rears  the  nether  mud  :  20 

Darknefs  and  naufeous  dregs  arife 
O'er  thy  fair  current,  love,  with  large  fupplies 
Of  pain  to  teaze  the  heart,  and  forrow  for  the  eyes, 
p  2 
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The  golden  Mil's,  that  charm'd  her  fight, 

Is  dahYd,  and  drown' d,  and  loft  :  25 

A  (park,  or  glimmering  ftreak,  at  mod, 
Shines  here  and  there,  amidft  the  night, 
.Amidft  the  turbid  waves,  and  gives  a  faint  delight. 

RecoverM  from  the  fad  furprize, 

Doris  awakes  at  laft,  30 

Grown  by  the  di (appointment  wife  ; 
And  manages  with  art  th'unlucky  cafr. 
When  the  lowering  frown  (lie  (pies 
On  her  haughty  tyrant's  brow, 
With  humble  love  (he  meets  his  wrathful  eyes,     35 

And  makes  her  fovereign  beauty  bow  ; 
Cheerful,  (he  fmiles  upon  the  grizly  form  ; 
So  (nines  the  fetting  fun  on  adverfe  fkies, 

And  paints  a  rainbow  on  the  florm. 
Anon,  (he  lets  the  fullen  humour  fpend,  40 

And  with  a  virtuous  book  or  friend, 

Beguiles  th'uneafy  hours  : 
Well  colouring  every  crofs  (lie  meets, 
With  heart  ferene,  (he  deeps  and  eats, 
She  fpreads  her  board  with  fancy'd  fweets, 
And  ftrows  her  bed  with  flowers.  46 


THE  HERO'S  SCHOOL  OF  MORALITY. 

1  HERON,  among  his  travels,  found 

A  broken  ftatue  on  the  ground  ; 

And  fearching  onward,  as  he  went, 

He  trae'd  a  ruin'd  monument. 

Mould,  mofs,  rmd  (hades,  had  overgrown  5 

The  fculpture  of  the  crumbling  (tone, 

Yet  e'er  he  pafs'd,  with  much  ado, 

He  guefs'd,  and  fpell'd  out  sci-pi-q. 

"  Enough!"  he  cry'd  ;   "  I'll  drudge  no  more 
i(  In  turning  the  dull  Stoics  o'er;  i* 
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t%  Let  pedants  wafte  their  hours  of  eafe 

**  To  fweat  all  night  at  Socrates  ; 

"  And  feed  their  boys  with  notes  and  rules, 

"  Thofe  tedious  recipes  of  fchools, 

"  To  cure  ambition  :    T  can  learn  15 

<l  With  greater  eafe,  the  great  concern 

"  Of  mortals  ;   how  we  may  defpife 

ii  All  the  gay  things  below  the  ikies. 

'*  Methinksa  mouldering  pyramid 
"  Says  all  that  the  old  fages  faid  ;  20 

"  Forme  theie  ftiatter'd  tombs  contain 
"  More  morals  than  the  Vatican. 
"  The  duft  of  heroes  call:  abroad, 
"  And  kick'd,  and  trampled  in  the  road, 
"  The  relics  of  a  lofty  mind,  25 

"  That  lately  wars  and  crowns  defign'd, 
lt  Toft  for  a  jeft  from  wind  to  wind, 
"  Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear 
"  Tall  monuments  of  fame  to  rear, 
"  They  are  but  caftles  in  the  air.  30 

"  The  towering  heights,    and  frightful  falls, 
"  The  ruin'd  heaps,  and  funerals, 
*'  Of  fmoking  kingdoms  and  their  kings, 
"  Tell  me  a  thoufand  mournful    things 

"  In  melancholy  filence 35 

"  He 

"  That  living  could  not  bear  to  fee 

"  An  equal,  now  lies  torn  and  dead  ; 

*'  Here  his  pale  trunk,  and  there  his  head  ; 

"  Great  Pompey  !   while  I  meditate,  40 

11  With  folemn  horror,  thy  fad  fate, 

"  Thy  carcafe,  fcatter'd  on  the  more, 

il  Without  a  name,  inftrudts  me  more 

M  Than  my  whole  library  before. 

*'  Lie  ftill,  my  Plutarah,  then,  and  fleep,         45 
li  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 
'•  Your  volumes  clos'd  for  ever -too, 
&  I  have  no  further  ufe  for  you  : 
P  3 
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u  For  when  I  feel  my  virtue  fail, 

"  And  my  ambitious  thoughts  prevail,  50 

"  Til  take  a  turn  among  the  tombs, 

M  And  fee  whereto  all  glory  comes  : 

"  There  the  vile  foot  of  every  clown 

'*  Tramples  the  fons  of  honour  down. 

"  Beggars  with  awful  allies  fport, 

"  And  tread  the  Caefars  in  the  dirt.'*  <£ 


FREEDOM. 


Te 


EMPT  me  no  more.     My  foul  can  ne'er  comport 

With  the  gay  flaveries  of  a  court ; 

I've  an  averfioii  to  thofe  charms, 
And  hug  dear  liberty  in  both  my  arms. 

Go,   vaifal  fouls!   go,   cringe  and  wait,  5 

And  dance  attendance  at  Honorio's  gate, 
Then  run  in  troops  before  him,  to  compote  his  (late  j 
Move  as  he  moves;   but  when  he  loiters  (land  : 

You're  but  the  fhadows  of  a  man. 

Bend  when  he  ipeaks  ;   and  kifs  the  ground  :    10 

Go,  catch  th*  impertinence  of  fou nd: 

Adore  the  follies  of  the  great ; 
Wait  till  he  fmiles  :    But  lo,  the  idol  frown'd, 

And  drove  them  to  their  fate. 


Thus  bafe-born  minds :  but  as  for  me,  15 

I  can  and  will  be  free  : 
Like  a  ftrong  mountain,  or  fome  ftately  tree, 

My  foul  grows  firm  upright, 
And  as  I  Hand,  and  as  I  go, 

It  keeps  my  body  fo.  20 

No  !  I  can  never  part  with  my  creation-right  j 
Let  flaves  and  afles  (loop  and  bow, 

I  cannot  make  this  iron  knee 
Bend  to  a  meaner  power  than  that  which  form'd  it 
free. 


HOR^.    LYRIC7E.       COOK    II.  IJI 

Thus  my  bold  harp  profulely  play'd, 
Pindarical  ;   then  on  a  branchy  made 
I  hung  my  harp  aloft,  myfelf  beneath  it  laid. 

Nature,  that  lilten'd  to  my  ftrain, 
Refunrd  the  theme,  and  acted  it  again. 

Sudden  role  a  whirling  wind,  30 

•    Swelling  like  Honorio  proud, 

Around  the  llraws  and  feathers  crowd, 
Types  of  a  flavifh  mind  ; 

Upwards  the  ltormy  forces  rife, 

The  duft  flies  up  and  climbs  the  jkies?  35 

And  as  the  tempeit  fell,  tlvobedient  vapours  funk  : 
Again  it  roars  with  bellowing  found, 

The  meaner  plants  that  grew  around, 
The  willow,  and  the  afp,  trembled  and  kifs'd   the 
ground  ; 

Hard  by  there  f*ood  the  iron  trunk  40 

Of  an  old  o~ik,  and  all  the  florin  defy'd  ; 

In  vain  the  winds  their  forces  try'd, 

In  vain  they  roar'd,  the  iron  oak 
Bow'd  only  to  the  heavenly  thunder's  llroke.       44 


ON  MR.  LOCKE'S  ANNOTATIONS 

UPON     SEVERAL    PARTS    OF    THE 

NEW    TESTAMENT, 

LEFT    IN    MS, 

IHUS  reafon  learns  by  flow  degrees, 
What  faith  reveals ;  but  Hills  complains 
Of  intellectual  pains, 

And  darknefa  from  the  exuberant  light. 

The  blaze  of  thofe  bright  myfteries  5 

Pour'd,  all  at  once,  on  nature's  eyes, 
Offend  and  cloud  her  feeble  light. 

Reafon  could  fcarce  fullain  to  fee 

Th'almighty  One,  trf  eternal  Three,. 

Or  bear  the  infant  Deity  j  10 
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Scarce  could  her  pride  defcend  to  own 
Her  Maker  Hooping  from  his  throne, 
And  dreft  in  glories  fo  unknown. 
A  ranfom'd  world,  a  bleeding  God, 
And  heaven  appeasM  with  flowing  blood,         15 
Were  themes  too  painful  to  be  undcrftood. 

Faith,  thou  bright  cherub,  fpeak,  and  fay, 

Did  ever  mind  of  mortal  race 

Cod  thee  more  toil,  or  larger  grace, 

To  melt  and  bend  it  to  obey.  20 

'Twas  hard  to  make  fo  rich  a  foul  fubmit, 

And  lay  her  mining  honours  at  thy  fovereign  feet. 
Sifter  of  faith,  fair  charity, 
Show  me  the  wondrous  man  on  high, 
Tell  how  he  fees  the  Godhead  Three  in  one  ;   25 
The  bright  conviction  fills  his  eye, 

His  nobielt  powers  in  deep  proftration  lie 
At  the  myfterious  throne. 
"  Forgive,"  he  cries,   "  ye  faints  below, 
"  The  wavering  and  the  cold  affent  30 

"  I  gave  to  themes  divinely  true  ; 
*'  Canyon  admit  the  blefled  to  repent? 
"  Eternal  darknefs  veil  the  lines 
"  Of  that  unhappy  book, 

<*  Where  glimmering reafon  with  falfe  luftre  fhines, 
"  Where  the  mortal  pen  miftook 
"  What  the  celeftial  meant  V  37 


TRUE  RICHES. 

I  AM  not  concern'd  to  know 
What  to-morrow  fate  will  do  ; 
'Tis  enough  that  I  can  fay, 
I've  poiTefs'd  myfelf  to-day  : 
Then  if  haply  midnight-death 
Seize  my  fle.'h,  and  ftop  my  breathy 
Yet  to-morrow  I  fhall  be 
Heir  to  the  beft  part  of  me. 
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Glittering  (tones,  and  golden  things, 
Wealth  and  honours  that  have  wings*.  *° 

Ever  fluttering  to  be  gone, 
J  could  never  call  my  own  : 
Riches  that  the  world  beftows, 
She  can  take,  and  I  can  lof'e  ; 

But  the  treasures  that  are  mine  15 

Lie  afar  beyond  her  line. 
When  I  view  my  fpacious  foul, 
And  furvey  my  felt"  a  whole, 
And  enjoy  myfelf  alone, 
I'm  a  kingdom  of  my  own,  ?0 

I've  a  mighty  part  within, 
That  the  world  hath  never  feen, 
Rich  as  Eden's  happy  ground, 
And  with  choicer  plenty  crown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  fhining  boughs  25 

Knowledge  fair  and  ufeful  grows; 
On  the  lame  young  flowery  tree 
All  the  feafons  you  may  fee  ; 
Notions  in  the  bloom  of  light, 
Juft  difclofing  to  the  fight ;  3° 

Here  are  thoughts  of  larger  growth, 
Ripening  into  folid  truth  ; 
Fruits  refin'd,  of  noble  tafte  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  repaft. 

Here,  in  a  green  and  lhady  grove,  35 

Streams   of  pleafure  mix  with  love  ; 
There,  beneath  tlie  fmiling  fkies, 
Hills  of  contemplation  rife  ; 
Now  upon  fome  fhining  top 

Angels  light,  and   call  me  tip  ;  40 

I  rejoice  to  raife  my  feet, 
Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 

There  are  endlefs  beauties  more 
Earth  hath  no  refemblance  for; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  pole,  45 

Nothing  can  defcribe  fhe  foul  ; 
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'Tis  a  region  half  unknown, 

That  lias  treafures  of  its  own, 

More  remote  from  public  view 

Than  the  bowels  of  Peru  ;  50 

Broader  'tis,  and  brighter  far, 

Than  the  golden  Indies  are  ; 

Ships  that  trace  the  watry  ftage 

Cannot  coaft  it  in  an  age  ; 

Harts,  or  horfes,  llrong  and  fleet,  55 

Had  they  wings  to  help  their  feet, 

Could  not  run  it  half  way  o'er 

In  ten  thoufand  days  and  more. 

Yet  the  filly  wandering  mind, 
Loth  to  be  too  much  confin'd,  60 

Roves  and  takes  her  daily  tours, 
Coafling  round  the  narrow  fhores, 
Narrow  fhores  of  fieih  and  fenfe, 
Picking  (hells  and  pebbles  thence  : 
Or  fhe  fits  at  fancy's  door,  65 

Calling  fhapes  and  lhadows  to  her, 
Foreign  vifits  dill  receiving, 
And  t'herfelf  a  ftranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  (he  buy 
Indian  duft,  or  Tyrian  dye,  70 

Never  trade  abroad  for  more, 
If  fhe  faw  her  native  frore  ; 
If  her  inward  worth  were  known, 
She  might  ever  live  alone.  74 

THE  ADVENTUROUS  MUSE. 

URANIA  takes  her  morning  flight 

With  an  inimitable  wing  : 
Through  rifing  deluges  of  dawning  light 

She  cleaves  her  wonderous  way, 
She  tunes  immortal  anthems  to  the  growing  day  ;    5 
Nor  X  Rapin  give  her  rules  to  fly,   nor  f  Purcell 
notes  to  fing. 

t  A  French  critic.  f  An  Englifti  mafter  of  mufic. 
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She  nor  enquires,  nor  knows,  nor  fears 
Where  lie  the  pointed  rocks,  or  where  th'ingulfing 

fand  : 
Climbing  the  liquid  mountains  of  the  ikies, 
She  meets  defcending  angels  as  me  flies,  10 

Nor  afks  them  where  their  country  lies, 
Or  where  the  feu-marks  (land. 

Touch'd  with  an  empyreal  ray, 
She  fprings,  unerring,  upward  to  eternal  day, 

Spreads  her  white  fails  aloft,  and  fleers,  15 

With  bold  and  fefe  attempt,  to  the  celeltial  land, 

Whilft  little  fkiflfs  along  the  mortal  fhores 

With  humble  toil  in  order  creep, 
Coafnng  in  light  of  one  another's  oars, 

Nor  venture  through  the  boundlefs  deep,         20 

Such  low  pretending  fouls  are  they 
Who  dwell  inclos'd  in  folid  orbs  of  fkull ; 

Plodding  along  their  fober  way, 
The  fnail  o'ertakes  them  in  their  wildeft  play, 
While  the  poor  labourers  fweat  to  be  correctly 
dull.  25 

Give  me  the  chariot  whofe  diviner  wheels 
Mark  their  own  rout,  and,  unconfin'd, 
Bound  o'er  the  everlafting  hills, 

And  lofe  the  clouds  below,   and  leave  the  ftars 
behind. 

Give  me  the  mufe  whofe  generous  force,  30 

Impatient  of  the  reins, 
Purfues  an  unattempted  courfe, 

Breaks  all  the  critic's  iron  chains, 

And  bears  to  paradiie  the  raptur'd  mind. 

There  Milton  dwells  :   The  mortal  fung  35 

Themes  not  prefum'd  by  mortal  tongue  j 
New  teirors,  or  new  glories,  (liine 
In  every  page,  and  flying  fcenes  divine 
Surpriie  the  wondering  fenfe,  and  draw  our  fouls 
along. 
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Behold  his  mule  fent  out  t'explore  40 

The  unapparent  deep,  where  waves  of  chaos  roar, 

And  realms  of  night  unknown  before. 

She  traced  a  glorious  path  unknown, 
Through  fields  of  heavenly  war,  and  feraphs  over- 
thrown, 

Where  his  adventurous  genius  led  :  45 

Sovereign,  (lie  franVd  a  model  of  her  own, 

Nor  thank'd  the  living  nor  the  dead. 
The  noble  hater  of  degenerate  rhyme 
Shook  off  the  chains,  and  built  his  verfe  fublime, 
A  monument  too  high  for  coupled  founds  to  climb. 

He  mourn'd  the  Garden  loft  below  ; 
(Earth  is  the  fcene  for  tuneful  woe) 

Now  blil's  beats  high  in  all  his  veins, 

Now  the  loft  Eden  he  regains, 
Keeps  his  own  air,   and  triumphs  in  twrivalPd 
ftrains.  55 

Immortal  bard  !   Thus  thy  own  Raphael  fings, 

And  knows  no  rule  but  native  fire  : 
All  heaven  fits  filent,  while  to  hisiovereign  firings 

He  talks  unutterable  things  ; 
With  graces  infinite,  his  untaught  fingers  rove    60 
Acrofs  the  golden  lyre  : 
From  every  note  devotion  fprings, 
Rapture,  and  harmony,  and  love, 
O'edpread  the  liftening  choir.  64 


THE  COMPLAINT. 

TO    MR.    NICHOLAS    CLARK. 

1  \VA  S  in  a  vale  where  ofiers  grow, 
By  murmuring  (beams,  we  told  our  woe, 

And  mingled  all  our  cares  : 
Friendfhip  fat  pleas"d  in  both  our  eyes, 
h\  both  the  weeping  dews  arife, 

And  drop  alternate  tears. 


KORiE    LYRICS.       BOOK  II-  137 

The  vigorous  monarch  of  the  day, 
Now  mounting  half  his  morning  way, 

Shone  with  a  fainter  bright  ; 
Still  fickening,  and  decaying  ftill,  10 

Dimly  he  wandered  up  the  hill, 

With  his  expiring  Light. 

Ji\  dark  eclipfe  his  chariot  rolTd, 
The  queen  of  night  cbfcur'd  his  gold 

Behind  her  fable  wheels  ;  15 

Nature  grew  fad  to  lofe  the  day, 
The  flowery  vales  in  mourning  'my, 

In  mourning  (food  the  hills. 

Such  are  our  forrows,  Clark,  I  cry'd, 

Clouds  of  the  brain  grow  black,  and  hide  20 

Our  darken'd  fouls  behind  ; 
In  the  young  morning  of  our  years 
Diftemp'ring  fogs  have  clinTd  the  fpheres 

And  choke  the  labouring  mind. 

Lo,  the  gay  planet  rears  his  head,  25 

And  overlooks  the  lofty  (hade, 

New-brightening  all  the  Ikies  : 
But  fay,  dear  partner  of  my  moan, 
When  will  our  long  eclipfe  be  gone, 

Or  when  our  funs  anle  ?  30 

In  vain  are  potent  herbs  apply'd, 
Harmonious  founds  in  vain  have  try'jd 

To  make  the  darknefs  fly  : 
But  drugs  would  raife  the  dead  as  foon, 
Or  clattering  brafs  relieve  the  moon,  35 

When  fainting  in  the  fky. 

Some  friendly  fpirit  from  above, 

Born  of  the  night,  and  nurft  with  love, 

Alii  if.  our  feebler  fires  : 
Force  thefe  invading  glooms  away  ;  40 

Souls  ihould  be  feen  quite  through  their  clay, 

Bright  as  your  heavenly  choirs. 
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But  if  the  fogs  mufl  damp  the  flame, 
Gently,  kind  death,  difiolve  our  frame, 

Releafe  the  prifoner-mind  :  45 

Our  fouls  mail  mount,  at  thy  difcharge, 
To  their  bright  fource,  and  fhine  at  large 

Nor  clouded,  nor  conniVd.  4S 

THE  AFFLICTIONS  OF  A  FRIEND. 

JN  OW  let  my  cares  all  buried  lie, 

My  griefs  for  ever  dumb  : 
Your  forrows  fwell  my  heart  (o  high, 

They  leave  my  own  no  room. 

Sicknefs  and  pains  are  quite  forgot,  5 

The  fpleen  itfelf  is  gone  ; 
Plung'd  in  your  woes,  I  feel  them  not, 

Or  feel  them  all  in  one. 

Infinite  grief  puts  fenfe  to  flight, 

And  all  the  foul  invades  :  10 

So  the  broad  gloom  of  fpreading  night 

Devours  the  evening  ihades. 

Thus  am  I  born  to  be  unbleft  ! 

This  fympathy  of  woe 
J)rives  my  own  tyrants  from  my  breaft  15 

T'admit  a  foreign  foe. 

Sorrows  in  long  fucceiiion  reign  ; 

Their  iron  rod  I  feel : 
Friendfhip  has  only  chang'd  the  chain, 

But  I'm  the  prifoner  ftill.  19 

Why  was  this  life  for  mifery  made } 

Or  why  drawn  out  fb  long  ? 
Is  there  no  room  amongft  the  dead  ? 

Or  is  a  wretch  too  young  ? 

Move  fafter  on,  great  nature's  wheel,  z$ 

Be  kind,  ye  rolling  powers, 
Hurl  my  days  headlong  down  the  hill 

With  undiftinguifh'd  hours. 
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Be  dufky,  all  my  rifing  funs, 

Nor  fmile  upon  a  Have  : 
Darknefs  and  death,  make  hafte  at  once 

To  hide  me  in  the  grave.  32 

THE  REVERSE: 

OR,    THE    COMFORTS    OF    A    FRIEND. 

1  HUS  nature  tun'd  her  mournful  tongue, 

Till  grace  lift  up  her  head, 
Revers'd  the  forrow  and  the  fong, 

And,  fmiling,  thus  fhe  faid  : 

Were  kindred  fpirits  born  for  cares  ?  5 

Muft  every  grief  be  mine  ? 
Is  there  a  fympathy  in  tears, 

Yetjoysrefufe  to  join  ? 

Forbid  it,  heaven,  and  raife  my  love, 

And  make  our  joys  the  fame  ;  10 

So  blifs  and  friendfhip  join'd  above 

Mix  an  immortal  flame. 

Sorrows  are  loft  in  vain  delight 

That  brightens  all  the  foul, 
As  deluges  of  dawning  light  15 

O'erwhelm  the  dufky  pole. 

Pleafures  in  long  fuccelTion  reign, 

And  all  my  powers  employ  : 
Friendfhip  but  fhifts  the  pleafmg  fcene, 

And  frefh  repeats  the  joy.  •  2© 

Life  has  a  foft  and  filver  thread, 

Nor  is  it  drawn  too  long  ; 
Yet,  when  my  vafter  hopes  perfuade, 

I'm  willing  to  be  gone. 

Faft  as  ye  pleafe  roll  down  the  bill,  *$ 

And  hafte  away,  my  years  ; 
Or  I  can  wait  my  Father's  will, 

And  dwell  beneath  the  fpheres. 
0^2 
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Rife  glorious  every  future  fun, 

Gild  all  my  following  days, 
But  make  the  laft  dear  moment  known 

By  well  diitinguiih'd  rays.  33 


THE  HARDY  SOLDIER. 

TO  THE  E.T.  HON.  JOHN  LORD  CUTIS, 
AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  FAMUR. 

<C  O  WHY  is  man  fo  thoughtlefs  grown  ? 
"  Why  guilty  fouls  in  hafte  to  die  ? 
"  Venturing  the  leap  to  worlds  unknown, 
"  Heediefs  to  arms  and  blood  they  fly. 

*«  Are  lives  but  worth  a  foldier's  pay  ? 
*'  Why  will  ye  join  fuch  wide  extremes, 
<l  And  flake  immortal  fouls,  in  play 
"  At  defperate  chance,  and  bloody  games  ? 


"  Valour's  a  nobler  turn  of  thought, 

<c  Whofe  pardon'd  guilt  forbids  her  fears  :  10 

*'  Calmly  (he  meets  the  deadly  (hot ! 

"  Secure  of  life  above  the  liars. 

"  But  frenzy  dares  eternal  fate, 

*'  And,  fpurr'd  with  honour's  airy  dreams, 

11  Flies  to  attack  th'infernal  gate,  15 

i(  And  force  a  paflage  to  the  flames.1' 

Thus  hovering  o'er  Namuria's  plains, 

Sung  heavenly  love,  in  Gabriel's  form  : 

Young  Thrafo  felt  the  moving  (trains, 

And  vow'd  to  pray  before  the  ftorm.  20 

Anon  the  thundering  trumpet  calls; 

Vows  are  but  wind,  the  hero  cries ; 

Then  f wears  by  heaven,  and  fcales  the  walls, 

Drops  in  the  ditch,  defpairs,  and  dies.  24 
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BURNING    SEVERAL    POEMS    OF 

OVID,  MARTIAL,  OLDHAM,  DRYDEN,  &c, 

I  JUDGE  the  mufe  of  lewd  defire  ; 

Her  fons  to  darknefs,  and  her  works  to  fire. 

In  vain  the  flatteries  of  their  wit 
Now  with  a  melting  ilrain,  now  with  a  heavenly 

Would  tempt  my  virtue  to  approve         [flight, 
Thofe  gaudy  tinders  of  a  lawlel's  love. 

So  harlots  drefs :   They  can  appear 
Sweet,  modeft,  cool,  divinely  fair, 
To  charm  a  Cato's  eye  ;  but  all  within, 
Stench,  impudence,  and  fire,  and  ugly  raging  fin.  10 

Die,  Flora,  die  in  endleis  fhame, 

Thou  proftitute  of  blackefr.  fame, 

Stript  of  thy  falfe  array. 

Ovid,  and  all  ye  wilder  pens 

Of  modern  luft,  who  gild  our  fcenes,  15 

Poifon  the  Britiih  ftage,   and  paint  damnation  gay, 

Attend  your  raiftrefs  to  the  dead  ;  [thade. 

When  Flora  dies,   her  imps  (hall  wait   upon  her 

Strephon  J,  of  noble  blood  and  mind, 

(For  ever  fhine  his  name  ! )  20 

As  death  approach'd,  his  foul  refin'd, 
And  gave  his  loofer  fonnets  to  the  flame. 

"  Burn,  burn,"  he  cry'd  with  facred  rage, 

"  Hell  is  the  due  of  every  page, ' 
"  Hell  be  the  fate.     (But  O  indulgent  heaven  !   25 
•*'  So  vile  the  mufe,  and  yet  the  man  forgiven  !) 
"  Burn  on,  my  fongs  :   For  not  the  filver  Thames 

"  Nor  Tyber,  with  his  yellow  ftreams, 
*l  In  endlefs  currents  rolling  to  the  main, 
li  Can  e'er  dilute  the  poifon,  or  warn  out  the  ftain.,} 

So,  Mofes,  by  divine  command, 

Forbad  the  leprous  houfe  to  ftand 
When  deep  the  fatal  fpot  was  grown  ; 
**  Break  down  the  timber,  and  dig  up  the  ftone."34 

%  Earl  of  Rochcfter. 

<L3 
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AGAINST  TEARS, 

TO      MRS.      B.      BENDISH. 

MADAM,  perfuade  me  tears  are  good 
To  wafh  our  mortal  cares  away  : 
Thefe  eyes  mail  weep  a  fudden  flood, 
And  ftream  into  a  briny  fea. 

Or  if  thefe  orbs  are  hard  and  dry,  5 

(Thefe  orbs  that  never  ufe  to  rain) 
Some  ftar  direct  me  where  to  buy 
One  fovereign  drop  for  all  my  pain. 

Were  both  the  golden  Indies  mine, 

I'd  give  both  Indies  for  a  tear  :  13 

I'd  barter  all  but  what's  divine  : 

Nor  mull  I  think  the  bargain  dear. 

But  tears,  alas !   are  trifling  things, 

They  rather  iced  than  heal  our  woe  ; 

From  trickling  eyes  new  forrow  fprings,  15 

As  weeds  in  rainy  feafons  grow. 

Thus  weeping  urges  weeping  on  ; 

In  vain  our  miferies  hope  relief, 

For  one  drop  calls  another  down, 

Till  we  are  drown'd  in  feas  of  grief.  20 

Then  let  thefe  ufelefs  ftreams  be  ftaid, 
Wear  native  courage  on  your  face  : 
Thefe  vulgar  things  were  never  made 
For  fouls  of  a  fupeVior  race. 

If  'tis  a  rugged  path  you  go,  25 

And  thoufand  foes  your  fleps  furround, 
Tread  the  thorns  down,  charge  through  the  foe  ; 
The  hardeft  fight  is  higheft  crown'd.  28 
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FEW  HAPPY  MATCHES. 

uAY,  mighty  Love,  and  teach  my  fong, 
To  whom  thy  fweeteft  joys  belong, 

And  who  the  happy  pairs 
Whofe  yielding  hearts,  and  joining  hands, 
Find  bleilings  twitted  with  their  bands,  5 

To  foften  ail  their  cares  ? 

Not  the  wild  herd  of  nymphs  and  fwains 
That  thoughtlefs  fly  into  thy  chains, 

As  cuftom  leads  the  way  : 
If  there  be  blifs  without  defign,  10 

Ivies  and  oaks  may  grow  and  twine, 

And  be  as  bleft  as  they. 

Not  fordid  fouls  of  earthly  mould, 
Who,  drawn  by  kindred  charms  of  gold, 

To  dull  embraces  move  ;  1 5 

So  two  rich  mountains  of  Peru 
May  rufti  to  wealthy  marriage  too, 

And  make  a  world  of  love. 

Not  the  mad  tribe  that  hell  infpires 

With  wanton  flames  ;   thofe  raging  fires  2^ 

The  purer  blifs  deflroy  : 
On  /Etna's  top  let  furies  wed, 
And  meets  of  lightning  drefs  the  bed 

T'improve  the  burning  joy. 

Nor  the  dull  pairs  whofe  marble  forms  25 

None  of  the  melting  pailions  warms, 

Can  mingle  hearts  and  hands  : 
Legs  of  ^reen  wood  that  quench  the  coals 
Are  marry'd  juft  like  Stoic  fouls, 

With  oiiers  for  their  bands.  30 

Not  minds  of  melancholy  drain, 
Still  filent,  or  that  ftill  complain. 
Can  the  dear  bondage  bkfs : 
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As  well  may  heavenly  concerts  fpring 
From  two  old  lute*  with  ne'er  a  ftring,  35 

.  elides  the  bafs. 

Nor  can  the  foft  enchantments  hold 
Two  jarring  fouls  of  angry  mould, 

The  rugged  and  the  keen  ; 
Sainton's  young  foxes  might  as  well  40 

In  bonds  of  cheerful  wedlock  dwell, 

With  firebrands  ty'd  between. 

Nor  let  the  cruel  fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  mind  ; 

For  Love  abhors  the  fight  :  45 

Loofe  the  fierce  tiger  from  the  deer, 
For  native  rage  and  native  fear 

Rife  and  forbid  delight. 

Two  kindeft  fouls  alone  muir  meet, 
'Tis  friendfhip  makes  the  bondage  fweet,  $o 

And  (<:ed>-  their  mutual  Loves  : 
t  Venus  on  her  rolling  throne 
Is  drawn  by  gentleft  b;rds  alone, 

And  Cupids  y^ke  the  doves.  54 

AN  EPTSTLE. 

TO    DAVID    FOLHILL,    ESO^. 

JLf.T  ufelefs  fouls  to  woods  retreat  ; 
Polhill  mould  leave  a  country  feat 
W^ien  virtue  bids  him  dare  be  great. 

Nor  Kent  [],  nor  Siiffex  ||,  mould  have  charms, 
While  liberty,  with  loud  alarms,  5 

Calls  you  to  counfels  and  tp  arms. 

Leyris  by  fawning  (laves  ador'd, 
Bids  you  receive  a  f  bafe-born  lord  ; 
Awake  your  cares!   awake  your  fword  ! 

I!  His  country-fer.t  and  dwelling. 
t  The  Pretender,  proclaiaaed  king  in  France* 
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Factions  amongft  the  t  Britons  rife,  10 

And  warring  tongues,  and  wild  furmife, 
And  burning  zeal  w  ithout  her  eyes. 

A  vote  decides  the  blind  debate  ; 

Refolv'd,  "  'tis  of  diviner  weight, 

"  To  fave  the  fteeple  than  the  ftate."  15 

The  bold  5  machine  is  form'd  and  join'd 
To  ftretch  the  conference,  and  to  bind 
The  native  freedom  of'the  mind. 

Your  grandfire  (hades,  with  jealous  eye, 

Frown  down  to  fee  their  offspring  lie  23 

Careless,  and  let  their  country  die. 

Iff  Trevia  fear  to  let  you  ftand 

Again!!  the  Gaul,  with  fpear  in  hand, 

Ac  leaf?  petition  for  JJ  the  land.  24 

THE  CELEBRATED  VICTORY 

OF    THE    POLES     OVER    OSMAN,    THE    TURKISH 

EMPEROR,    IN    THE    DACIAN     BATTLE. 

Tranjlated  firm  Cajimire,  B.  iv.  Od.  i . 

With  large  Additions. 

(jjADOR  the  old,  the  wealthy,  and  the  ftrong, 
Cheerful  in  years  (nor  of  th'heroic  mufe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  poffeffiorts 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube  :  Seventy  fprings 
Smil'd  on  his  feed,  and  feventy  harveft-moons       5 
Fill'd  his  wide  granaries  with  autumnal  joy  : 
Still  he  refuni'd  the  toil  ;  and  fame  reports, 
While  he  broke  up  new  ground,  and  tir'd  his  plough 
In  graffy  furrows,  the  torn  earth  difclos'd 
Helmets,  and  fwords  (bright  furniture  ot  war     10 

4  The  parliament.  $  The  bill  agamft  occasional  conformity. 

+  Mrs.  Polhi!!,  of  the  family  of  Lord  Trevor. 

!l  Mr.  Polhill  was  one  of  thofe  five  zealous  gentlemen  who  prefented 
tb«  fam<  us  Kentifh  petition  to  the  parliament,  in  the  reign  of  king  V.  il- 
liam,  to  haftefl  their  iupplics  in  order  to  fupport  the  king  in  his  war  w.xh 
France. 
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Sleeping  in  ruft)  and  heaps  of  mighty  bones. 

1  he  fun  defcending  to  the  weftern  deep 

Bid  him  lie  down  and  reft  ;   he  loos'd  the  yoke, 

Yet  held  his  wearied  oxen  from  their  food 

With  charming  numbers,  and  uncommon  fong.   15 

Go,  fellow-labourers,  you  may  rove  fecure, 
Or  feed  befide  me  ;   tafte  the  greens  and  boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot ;   crop  the  fweet  herb, 
And  graze  in  fafety,  while  the  victor  Pole  19 

Leans  on  his  fpear,  and  breathes ;  yet  ftill  his  eye 
Jealous  and  fierce.      How  large,  old  foldier,  fay, 
How  fair  a  harveft  of  the  (laughter' d  Turks 
Strew'd  the  Moldavian  fields  ?  What  mighty  piles 
Of  vail  deftruction,  and  of  Thracian  dead, 
Fill  and  amaze  my  eyes!    Broad  bucklers  lie        35 
(A  vain  defence)  fpread  o'er  the  pathlefs  hills, 
And  coats  of  fcaly  fteel,  and  hard  habergeon, 
Deep-bruis'd,  and  empty  of  Mahometan  limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Saracen  wore  (for  when  a  boy, 
I  was  their  captive  and  remind  their  drefs  :)         30 
Here  the  Polonians  dreadful  march'd  along 
In  auguft  port  and  regular  array, 
Led  on  to  conqusft  :   here  the  Turkifh  chief 
Prefumptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  order  rang'd 
His  long  battalions,  while  his  populous  towns     35 
Pour'd  out  frefh  troops  perpetual,  dreft  in  arms, 
Horrent  in  mail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  pride. 

O  the  dire  image  of  the  bloody  fight 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  fpears  ;  when  poliih'd 
helms  40 

And  convex  gold  blaz'd  thick  againft  the  fun 
Reftoring  all  his  beams  !   but  frowning  war, 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gather'd  tempeft,  (food 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  its  fall. 

The  florin  of  millive  fteel  delay'd  awhile  45 

By  wife  command  ;   fledg'd  arrows  on  the  nerve  ; 
Add  fcymiter  and  fabre  bore  the  (heath 
Eelu&ant ;   till  the  hollow  brazen  clouds 
Had  bellow'd  from  each  quarter  of  the  field 
Loud  thunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulphurous  fire, 
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Then  banners  waved,  and  arms  were  mix'd  with 
arms  ;  5 * 

Then  javelins  anfwer'd  javelins  as  they  fled, 
For  both  fled  hiding  death  :  with  adverfe  rage 
The  crooked  faulchions  met  ;  and  hideous  noife 
From  clafhing  fhields,  thro'  the  long  ranks  of  war, 
Clang'd  horrible.     A  thoufand  iron  ftorras 
Roar  diverfe  :   and  in  harfh  coufufion  drown 
The  trumpet's  filver  ibund.     O  rude  effort 
Of  harmony  !   not  all  the  frozen  ftores 
Of  the  cold  north,  when  pour'd  in  rattling  hail, 60 
Lafh  with  fuch  madnels  the  Norwegian  plains, 
Or  fo  torment  the  ear.     Scarce  founds  fo  far 
The  direful  fragor,  when  fome  fouthern  blafi 
Tears  from  the  Alps  a  ridge  of  knotty  oaks 
Deep  fang'd,  and  ancient  tenants  of  the  rock  :      65 
The  many  fragment,  many  a  rood  in  length, 
With  hideous  crafh,  rolls  down  the  rugged  cliff 
Reiiftlefs,  plunging  in  the  fubject.  lake 
Como,  or  Lugaine  ;  th'affii&ed.  waters  roar, 
And  various  thunder  all  the  valley  fills  ;  70 

Such  was  the  noife  of  war  :   the  troubled  air 
Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  din 
To  neighbouring  regions  ;  rocks  and  lofty  hills 
heat  the  impetuous  echoes  round  the  fky. 

Uproar,  revenge,  and  rage  and  hate,  appear     75 
In  all  their  murderous  forms  ;  and  flame,  and  blood. 
And  fweat,  and  dull:,  array  the  broad  campaign 
In  horror  :   hafty  feet,  and  fparkling  eyes, 
And  all  the  favage  pafiions  of  the  foul, 
Engage  in  the  warm  bufinefs  of  the  day.  80 

Here  mingling  hands,  but  with  no  friendly  gripe, 
Join  in  the  fight  ;  and  breafts  in  dole  embrace, 
But  mortal  as  the  iron  arms  of  death. 
Here  words  auftere,  of  perilous  command, 
And  valour  fwift  t'obey  ;  bold  feats  of  arms        85 
Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate, 
Shine  thro'  the  field  with  mere  furprifingbrightnefs 
Than  glittering  helms  or  fpears.     What  loud  ap. 

plaufe, 
(Bed  meed  of  warlike  toil)  what  manly  (touts, 
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And  yells  unmanly  through  the  battle  ring !        90 
And  fudden  wrath  dies  into  endlefs  fame. 

Long  did  the  fate  of  war  hang  dubious.  Here 
Stood  the  more  numerous  Turk,  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here  ;  more  dreadful  tho* with leffer  wings. 

But  what  the  Dahets  or  the  coward  foul 
Of  a  Cydonian,  what  the  fearful  crowds 
Of  bafe  Cilicians  'fcaping  from  the  (laughter, 
Of  Parthian  beads,  with  all  their  racing  riders, 
Of  tlie  purfuing  foe  ?  Th' impetuous  Poles         100 
Rufh  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  horfe 
Dnve  down  upon  them  like  a  double  bolt 
Of  kindled  thunder  raging  through  the  fky 
On  founding  wheels  ;  or  as  fome  mighty  flood 
Rolls  his  two  torrents  down  a  dreadful  deep      105 
Precipitant,  and  bears  along  the  dream, 
Rocks,  woods,  and  trees,  with  all  the  grazing  herd, 
And  tumbles  lofty  foreds  headlong  to  the  plain. 

The  bold  Bcruflian,  fmoking  from  afar, 
Moves  like  a  temped  in  a  dufky  cloud,  no 

And  imitates  th'artillery  of  heaven, 
The  lightning  and  the  roar.     Amazing  feene  ! 
What  ihowers  of  mortal  hail,  what  flaky  fires 
Burft  from  the  darknefs !  while  their  cohorts  firm 
Met  the  like  thunder  and  an  equal  dorm,  1 15 

From  hodile  troops,  but  with  a  braver  mind. 
Undaunted  bofoms  tempt  the  edge  of  war, 
And  rufh  on  the  fharp  point ;  while  baleful  mifchiefs 
Deaths,  and  bright  dangers,  flew  acrofs  the  field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  fouls         120 
Fled  murmuring  thro1  their  wounds.     I  flood  aloof, 
For  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  wind 
Of  RuiTlan  banners,  when  with  whizzing  found, 
Eager  of  glory,  and  profufe  of  life, 
They  bore  down  fearlefs  on  the  charging  foes,  125 
And  drove  them  backward.     Then  the  Turkiib 

moons 
Wander'd  in  difarray.     A  dark  eclipfe 
Hung  on  the  filver  crefcent,  boding  night, 
Long  night,  to  all  her  fons  :  at  length  difrob'd 
The  ftandardi  fell ;  the  barb'rous  enfigns,  torn,  13© 
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Fled  with  the  wind,  the  fport  of  angry  heaven  j 
And  a  large  cloud  of  Infantry  and  horfe, 

ring  in  wild  difordcr,  fpread  the  plain. 
Not  noife,  nor  number,  nor  the  brawny  limb, 
Nor  high-built  fize  prevails  :   'Tis  courage  fights, 
•  Fis  courage  conquers.     So  whole  Forefts  fall     136 
(A  fpacious  ruin)  by  one  fingle  axe, 

■teel  well  fharpen'd  :   fo  a  generous  pair 
Of  young  wing'd  eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  doves. 

Vaft  was  the  daughter,  and  the  flowery  green  140 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  crimfon.     Veteran  bands 
made   their  laft  campaign.     Here  haughty 
chiefs, 
Stretch'd  on  the  purple  bed  of  honour,  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  battle's  hard  event, 
Opprefs'd  with  iron  (lumbers,  and  long  night.    145 
Their  ghofts,  indignant,  to  the  netherworld 
Fled,  but  attended  well  :   for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaries  ftrew'd  the  field, 
Fall'n  in  juft  ranks  or  wedges,  lunes  or  fquares, 
I  astheyftood;   to  the  Warfovian  troops,    150 

A  nobler  toil,  and  triumph  worth  their  fight. 

road  fabre  and  keen  poleaxe  flew 
\  fpeedy  terror  through  the  feebler  herd, 

made  rude  havock  and  irregular  fpoil 
Amongft  the  vulgar  bands  that  own'd  the  name 
Of  Mahomet.     The  wild  Arabians  fled  156 

In  fvvift  affright,  a  thoufand  different  ways, 
Through  brakes  and  thorns,  andclimb'd  the  craggy 

mountains, 
Bellowing  ;  yet  haftyfate  o'ertook  the  cry, 
And  Polim  hunters  clave  the  timorous  deer.      160 

Thus  the  dire  profpeft  diftant  filPd  my  ioul 
With  awe  ;  till  the  laft  relics  of  the  war, 
The  thin  Edonians,  flying  had  difclos'd 
_haltiy  plain  :  I  took  a  nearer  view, 
feemly  to  the  fight,  nor  to  the  fmell  165 

:ful.    What  loads  of  mangled  flefh  and  limbs, 
rnage  ! )  bath'd  in  reeking  gore, 

una  j  while  flitting  life 
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Convuls'd  the  nerves  ftill  (hivering,  nor  had  lcfl 
All  tafte  of  pain !  Here  an  old  Thracian  lies, 
Deform'dwith  years  and  fears,  and  groans  aloud, 
Torn  with  freih  wounds;  but  inward  vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  foul's  remove,  and  chain  it  down 
By  the  hard  laws  of  nature  ro  fuft  174. 

Long  torment  :   his  wild  eyeballs  roll  :   his  teeth, 
Gnalhing  with  anguifh,  chide  his  lingering  fate. 
Emblazon'd  armour  ipeke  h'vs  high  command    • 
Amongft  the  neighbouring  dead  ;   they  round  their 

lord 
Lay  proftrate  ;  fome  in  flight  ;  in, 

Some  to  the  fkies  their  faces  up  irn'd,    180 

brill  brave  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  prince. 

I  mov'd  not  far,  and  lo,  at  mai 
Two  beauteous  youths,  of  rieheft  Ott'man  blood, 
Extended  on  the  field:   in  friendfhip  join'd, 
Nor  fate  divides  them  :   hardy  warriors  Loth  :    185 
Both  faithful  ;  drown'd  in  fhowers   of  darts  they 

fell, 
Each  with  his  fnield  fpread  o'er  his  lover's  heart 
In  vain  :   for  on  thofe  orbs  of  friendly  brafs 
Stood  groves  of  javelins;   fome,  alas,  too  deep 
Were  planted  there,  and  thro1  their  lovely  befoms 
Made  painful  avenus  for  cruel  death.  19 1 

0  my  dear  native  land,  forgive  the  tear 

1  dropt  on  their  wan  cheeks,  when  ftrong  compaj* 

fion 
Forc'd  from  my  melting  eyes  the  brir\y  dew, 
And  paid  a  facrifice  to  hoftile  virtue.  195 

Dacia,  forgive  the  ugh  that  wiih'd  the  fouls 
Of  thofe  fair  Infidels  fome  humble  place 
Among  the  bleft.     "  Sleep,  deep,  ye  haplefs  pair. 
Gently  I  cried,  "  worthy  of  better  fate, 
"  And  better  faith."  Hard  by  the  general  lay,  20a 
Of  Saracen  defcent,  a  grifly  form, 
Breathlefs,  yet  pride  fat  pale  upon  his  front 
In  difappointment,  with  a  furly  brow 
Louring  in  death,  and  vext  ;  his  rigidjaws, 
Foaming  with  blood,  bite  hard  the  •     .  .    _ 


fgfr/    k^' 
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In  that  dc:-:d  vifage  my  remembrance  reads 
Raih  Caracc  ts  :  Have 

Promised  and  footh'd  the  fultan,  thfeat'ning  fierce, 
With  royal  Rippers  and  triumphant  fare 
Spread  wide  beneath  Waribvian  filk  and  gold  ;  210 
See  on  the  naked  ground  all  cold  he  lies*, 
3eneath  the  damp  wide  covering  of  the  air, 
Forgetful  of  his  word.      How  heaven  confounds 
Infill  ting  hopes !  with  what  an  awful  fmile 
I.au:.  -    proud,  that  loofen  all  the  reins  215 

To  their  unbounded  wifhes,  and  leads  on 
Their  blind  ambition  to  a  lhameful  end! 

But  whither  am  I  borne  !   this  thought  of  arms 
Fires  me  in  vain  to  fing  to  fenfelefs  bulls  a  long 
That  generous  horf'e  fhotild  hear.     Break  off,  my 
fong ;  220 

My  barb'rous  mufe,  be  frill :  immortal  deeds 
Jvluft  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  ruftic  verie  : 
The  martial  trumpet,  and  the  following  age 
And  growing  fame,  (hall  loud  rehearfe  the  fight 
In  founds  of  glory.     Lo,  the  evening  ftar 
Shines  o'er  the  weftern  hill ;  my  oxen,  come, 
The  well-known  ftar  invites  the  labourer  home. 227 

TO  MR.  IIENRT  BENDYSH. 
Dear  Sir, 

1  H  E  following  fong  was  your's,  when  firft  compofed  ;  the 
mufe  then  defcribed  1  rate  of  mankind,  that  is,  to  he 

ill-rnatch'd  j  and  now  fhc  rejoices  that  ycu  have  efcaped  the 
common  mifchief,  and  that  your  foul  has  found  its  own  mate. 
Let  this  ode,  then,  congratulate  you  both.  Grow  mutually  in 
more  complete  likenefs  and  love:   Perjfevere,  and  be  happy. 

I  perfuade  myfelf  you  will  accept  from  the  prefs  what  the,  pen 

more  private  go 5  and  [am  in  no  pain 

left  you  fhoul  bu^ous  drefs  of  this  poem : 

1    be  jfcupddlized  at  it,  if  they  would 

;>   how  many  divine  truths  are 

t  :s  in  viiions  and  images,  parabl 

■  hamed  to  defend  it,  linee. 
the  narrative  is  grave,  and  the  moral  (o  juft  and  obvious. 
ft  2 
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THE  INDIAN  PHILOSOPHER. 

W  HY  fhould  our  joys  transform  to  pain  ? 
Why  gentle  Hymen's  filken  chain 

A  plague  of  iron  prove  ? 
Bendyfh,  'tis  ftrange  the  charm  that  binds 
Millions  of  hands,  fhould  leave  their  minds  5 

At  fuch  a  loofe  from  love. 

In  vain  T  fought  the  wond'rous  caufe, 
Rang'd  the  wide  fields  of  nature's  laws, 

And  urg'd  the  fchools  in  vain  ; 
Then  deep  in  thought,  within  my  breafl  10 

My  foul  retired,  and  flumber  drefs'd 

A  bright  inftxuctive  fcene. 

O'er  the  broad  lands,  and  crofs  the  tide, 
On  fancy's  airy  horfe  I  ride, 

(Sweet  rapture  of  my  mind  ! )  15 

Till  on  the  banks  of  Ganges'  flood, 
In  a  tall  ancient  grove  I  flood, 

For  f acred  ufe  defign'd. 

Hard  by,  a  venerable  prieft, 

Ri fen  with  his  god,  the  fun,  from  reft,  20 

Awoke  his  morning  fong  ; 
Thrice  he  conjur'd  the  murmuring  ltream  ; 
The  birth  of  fouls  was  all  his  theme, 

And  half-divine  his  tongue. 

He  fang  "  th'eternal  rolling  flame,  25 

"  The  vital  mafs,  that,  ftill  the  fame, 

"  Does  all  our  minds  compofe  : 
<l  But  fhaped  in  twice  ten  thoufand  frames  : 
"  Thence  differing  fouls  of  differing  names, 

"  And  jarring  tempers,  rofe.  30 

"  The  mighty  power  that  form'd  the  mind 
*'  One  mould  for  every  two  defign'd, 

"  And  blefs'd  the  new-born  pair  : 
"  This  be  a  match  for  this  (he  (aid)  : 
*'  Then  down  he  fent  the  fouls  he  made,  35 

44  To  feek  them  bodies  here  : 
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tbode 
"  They  1<  I  e  !!ows  or  the  road, 

"  And  never  join'd  their  ha  . 
"  Ah  cruel  chance,  and  eroding  fate?  !  40 

«'  Oureaftern  fouls  have  dropp'd  their  mates 
"  On  Europe's" barb'rous  lands. 

"  Happy  the  youth  that  finds  his  bride 
(i  Whofe  birth  is  to  his  ownally'd, 

"  The  fweeteft  joy  of  lii  45 

"  Hut  oil  the  cr  retched  fouls 

M  Fetter'd  to  minds  of  dii  nilds, 

"  And  chain'd  t'eternal 

Thus  fa  wondrous  Indian  bard  ; 

My  foul  with  vail  attention  heard,  50 

While  Ganges  ceas'd  to  flow  : 
(l  Sure  the  1  (I  cry'd)  mi< 
**  That  gentle  nymph  that  twinn'd  with  me, 

"  I  may  be  happy  too. 

■''  Same  courteous  angel  tell  me  where,  55 

■    lands  this  unknown  fair, 
:as  detain  ? 

of  nature  rolls 
.:,  and  mingle  fouls, 
\na  wear'the  joyful  chain." 

THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

as  light  is  Myron's  foul, 
:ive  as  the  fun,  yet  fteady  as  the  pole  : 
In  manly  beauty  mines  his  face  ; 
y  mufe,  and  every  grace, 
Makes  'his-  heart  and  tongue  their  feat  ; 

■■art  prcfufely  good,  his  tongue  divinely  fweet. 
.  jn,  the  wonder 'of  our  eyes, 
Behold  ^od  fcarce  begun! 

Behold  the  race  of  virtue  run  ! 

goal  of  glory  won  !  [prize  5 

-     ■  :  •    -        •-'•■'■  'v-    3    ;;,rf 

&  3 
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Her  filver  trumpets  his  renown  proclaim  : 
The  lands  where  learning  never  flew, 
Which  neither  Rome  nor  Athens  knew, 
Surly  Japan  and  rich  Peru,  15 

In  barb'rous  fongs,   pronounce  the  Eritifli   hero's 
name. 
"  Airy  blifs  (the  hero  cry'd) 
"  May  feed  the  tympany  of  pride  ; 
"  But  healthy  fouls  were  never  found 
"  To  live  on  emptinefs  and  found."  20 

Lo,  at  his  honourable  feet 
Fame's  bright  attendant,  wealth,  appears; 
She  comes  to  pay  obedience  meet, 
Providing  joys  for  future  years  ; 
BleiTings  with  Javifh  hand  (he  pours,  25 

Gather'd  from  the  Indian  coaft  ; 
Not  Danae's  lap  could  equal  treafures  boaft, 
When  Jove  came  down  in  golden  mowers. 

He  look'd  and  turn'd  his  eyes  away, 

With  high  difdain  I  he^rd  him  fay,  30 

"  Blifs  is  not  made  of  glittering  clay." 

Now  pomp  and  grandeur  court  his  head 

With  'fcutciieons,  arms,  and  enfigns  fprc 
Gay  magnificence  and  ftate, 
Guards,  and  chariots,  at  his  gate, 
And  Oaves  and  eradlefs  order  round  his  table  wait. 
They  learn  the  dictates  of  his  eyes, 
And  now  they  fall,  and  new  they  rife, 
Watch,  every  motion  of  their  lord, 
Hang  on  his  lips  with  mod  impatient  zeal,  40 

With  fwift  ambition  feize  th'unnnifh'd  word, 
And  the  command  fulfil. 
Tir'd  with  the  train  that  grandeur  brings, 
He  dropp'd  a  tear,  and  pity'd  kings, 
Then,  ftying  from  the  noify  throng,  45 

Seeks  the  diverfion  of  a  fong. 

Mu$c,  defcending  on  a  filent  cloud, 

Tun'd  all  her  firings,  with  endlefs  art  ; 
low  degrees  from  foft  to  loud 
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Changing  fhe  rofe  :  the  harp  and  flute  56 

Harmonious  join,  the  hero  to  falute, 
And  make  a  captiv-      f  his  heart. 

Fruits,  and  rich  wine,  and  fcenes  of  lawlefs  love 
Each  with  utmoft  lux  iry  drove 
To  treat  their  favourite  belt  ;  55 

But  founding  firings,  and  fruits,  and  vine, 
And  lawlefs  love,  in  vain  combine 

To  make  his  virtue  fleep,  or  lull  his  foul  to  reft. 

He  faw  the  tedious  round,  and,  with  a  figh, 

Pronounc'd  the  world  but  vanity.  Co 

"  [n  crowds  of  pleafure  ftill  I  find 
"  A  painful  folitude  of  mind. 
4i  A  vacancy  within,  which  fenfe  can  ne'er  fuppiy. 
"  Hence,  and  be  gone,  ye  flattering  f'naies1, 
"  Ye  vulgar  charms  of  eyes  and  ears,  65 

*'  Ye  unperforming  promifers! 
"  Be  all  my  bafer  paflions  dead, 
"  And  bafe  defires,  by  nature  made 

"  For  animals  and  boys  : 
"  Man  has  a  relifh  more  refin'd,  7* 

"  Souls  are  for  fecial  blifs  defign'd, 
Sive  rae  a  bleffing  fit  to  match  my  mind. 
"    '\  kindred  foul  to  double  and  to  fnare  my  joys. " 

Myrrha  appear d  :    "  Serene  her  foul, 
"  And  aclive  as  the  fun,  yet  fteady  as  the  pole    75 
"  In  fofter  beauties  fhone  her  face  ; 
iC  Every  nrufe  and  every  grace, 
"  Made  her  heart  and  tongue  their  feat, 
<:  Her  heart  prpfufely  good,   her  tongue  divinely 
His  heart  recoiTd  with  fweet  furprife,  [fweet: 

With  joys  unknown  before  : 
His  foul  diifolv'd  in  pleating  pain, 
Flow'd  to  his  eyes,  and  look'd  again, 

And  could  endure  no  more.  85 

"  Enough  (th'impatient  hero  cries) 

"  And  i'eiz'd  her  to  his  breaft, 
"  I  feek  no  mere  below  the  ikies, 
"  I  give  my  (laves  the  reft,"  89 
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,  TO  DAVID  POLHILL,  ESS^ 
Sir, 

WHEN  yen  put  this  fatire  into  my  hand,  you  ga 
the  occafion  of  employing  my  pen  to  anfv  citable  a 

writing  j  which  mi  much  more  efte&ually  by  your 

:  zeal  for  the  inter!  ft  of  his  majefty,  your  counfels  an-.i  your 
courage  employed  in  the  defence  of  your  kin-5  and  country. 

,   j  ^.1       .        ept  their 
I  of  kings,  :  one  of 

fubjefts,  by,  Sir, 

Your  moft  obedient  fervant, 

I.W. 
AN  ANSWER 

TO    AN    INFAMOUS    SATIRE,    CALtED, 
"ADVICE    TO    A    PAINTER;"' 

'.uthcr,  againft  ■*:. ig  ' '         m  lil. 

.  PART    I. 

.AND  mull  the  hero,  that  redeemM  our  land, 
Here  in  the  front  of  vice  and  fcandal  ftaiid  ? 
The  man  of  wondrous  foul,  that  fcorn'd  his  eafe, 
Tempting  the  winters,  and  the  faithlefs  feas, 

And  paid  an  annual  tribute  of  his  life  5 

To  guard  his  England  from  the  Irifh  knife, 

Anof  crufli  the  French  dragoon  ?     Mult  William's 

name 
That  brighteft  (far  that  gilds  the  wings  of  fame, 
William  the  brave,  the  pious,  and  the  iuft, 
Adorn  thefe  gloomy  fcenes  of  tyranny  an 

Polhill,  my  blood  boils  high,  my  fpirits  flai 
Can  your  zeai  fleep  !   Or  are  your  paffions  tame  i 
Nor  call  revenge  and  darknefs  on  the  Poe-t's  v. 
Why  fmoke  the  ikies  not  ?  Why  no  thunders  roli  ? 
Nor  kindling  lightnings  blaft  his  guilty  foul  ?       fg 
Audacious  wretch,  to  ftab  a  monarch's  fan  /, 
And  fire  his  fubjects  with  a  rebel-riame  ; 
To  call  the  painter  to  his  black  deu 
To  draw  our  guardian's  nice  in  hellifli  lines. 
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Painter,  beware  !   the  monarch  can  be  fhqwn  i 

Under  no  fhape  but  angel's,  or  his  own, 
Gabriel,  or  William,  on  the  Britifh  throne. 

O  !  could  my  thought  but  grafp  the  vaft  de 
And  words  with  infinite  ideas  join, 
I'd  roufe  Ap'elles  from  his  iron  fleep,  25 

And  bid  him  trace  the  warrior  o'er  the  deep  : 
Trace  him,  Apelles,  o'er  the  Belgian  plain; 
Fierce,  how  he  climbs  the  mountains  of  the  flarn, 
Scattering  juft  vengeance  thro'  the  red  campaign. 

d  ilh  the  canvas  with  a  flying  ftroke,  30 

Till  it  be  loft  in  clouds  of  fire  and  fmoke, 
An     fay,  'Twas  thus  the  conqueror  through  the 
iquadrons  broke. 
::  him  again  emerging  from  the  cloud, 
F  his  troops  ;  there,  like  a  rock,  he  flood 

}  ry's  fingle  barrier  in  a  fea  of  blood.       35 

•  leaves  the  pleafures  of  a  throne, 
his  ^tfaria  weeping,  whilft  alone 
irds  the  fate  of  nations,  and  provokes  his  own  : 
1  u    heaven  fecures  its  champion;  o'er  the  field 
I  hovering  angels ;   though  they  fly  conceal'd. 

Each  intercepts  a  death,  and  wears  it  on  his  fhield, 

Now,  noble  pencil,  lead  him  to  our  ifle, 
Mark  now  the  ikies,  with  joyful  luftre,  fmile  ! 
Then  imitate  the  glory  ;  on  the  ftrand 
Spread  half  the  nation  longing  till  he  land.  45 

Wafh  off  the  blood,  and  take  a  peaceful  teint, 
All  red  the  warrior,  white  the  ruler  paint ; 
Abroad  a  hero,  and  at  home  a  faint. 
Throne  him  on  high  upon  a  fhining  feat, 
Luff  and  profanenefs  dying  at  his  feet,  50 

While  round  his  head  the  laurel  and  the  olive  meet, 
The  crowns  of  war  and  peace  :   and  may  they  blow 
With  flowery  bleffings  ever  on  his  brow. 
At  his  right-hand  pile  up  the  Englifh  laws 
In  facred  volumes  ;  thence  the  monarch  draws  55 

His  wife  and  juft  commands 

Rife,  ye  old  fages  of  the  Britifh  ifle, 
On  the  fair  tablet  caft  a  reverend  fmile, 
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And  blefs  the  piece  ;   thefe  ftatutes  are  you  own, 
That  fway  the  cottage  and  direct  the  throne  ;       60 
People  and  prince  are  one  in  William's  name, 
Their  joys,  their  dangers,  and  their  laws  the  fame. 

Let  liberty,  and  right,  with  plumes  difplay'd, 
Clap  their  glad  wings  around  their  guardian's  head, 
Religion  o'er  the  reft  her  Harry  pinions  fpread.    65 
Religion  guards  him  ;   round  th'imperial  queen 
Place  waiting  virtues,  each  of  heavenly  mien  ; 
Learn  their  bright  air,  and  paint  it  from  his  eyes ; 
Thejuft,  the  bold,  the  temperate,  and  the  wile 
Dwell  in  his  looks;   majeftic,  but  ferene  ;  70 

Sweet,  with  no  fondnefs  ;   cheerful,  but  not  vain  : 
Bright,  without  terror;  great,  without  difdain. 
His  foul  infpires  us,  what  his  lips  command, 
And  fpreads  Iris  brave  example  through  fhe  land  : 

Not  fo  the  former  reigns  ; 75 

Bend  down  his  car  to  each  afflicled  cry, 
Let  beams  of  grace  dart  gently  from  his  eye  ; 
But  the  bright  treafures  of  his  facred  breaff. 
Are  too  divine,  too  vaft  to  be  exprefs'd : 
Colours  muft  fail  where  words  and  numbers  faint, 
And  leave  the  hero's  heart  for  thought  alone  to 
paint.  8  j 

PART    11. 

Now,  mufe,  purfue  the  futirift  again, 

Wipe  off  the  blots  of  his  envenom'd  pen  ; 

Hark,  how  he  bids  the  fervile  painter  draw, 

In  monftrous  fhapes,  the  patron  of  our  law ; 

At  one  flight  dafh  he  cancels  every  name  5 

From  the  wince  roll  !Ly  and  fame  ; 

This  fcribbling  wretch  marks  all  he  meetsfor  knave, 

Shoots  fudden  bolts  promifcuous  at  the  bafe  and 

brave, 
And  with  unpardonable  malice  meds 
Poifon  and  fpite  on  undiitmguifh'd  heads.  10 

Painter,  forbear  ;  or  if  thy  bolder  hand 
Dares  to  attempt  the  villains  of  the  land,. 
Draw  firft  this  poet,  like  fome  balefu^  ftar, 
With  filent  influence  fheddifig  civil  war: 
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Or  factious  trumpeter,  whofe  magic  found 
Calls  off  the  fubjecls  to  the  hoitile  ground, 
And  fcatters  hellifh  fends  the  nation  round. 
Thefe  are  the  imps  of  hell,  that  curfed  tribe 
That  firft  create  the  plague,  and  then  the  pain  de- 
fcribe. 
Draw  next  above,  the  great  ones  of  our  ifle,     20 
Still  from  the  good  diftinguiming  the  vile  ; 
Seat  them  in  pomp,  in  grandeur,  and  command, 
Peeling  the  fubjecls  with  a  greedy  hand  : 
Paint  forth  the  knaves  that  have  the  nation  fold, 
And  tinge  their  greedy  lock:,  with  fordid  gold.    25 
Mark  what  a  felfifh  faction  undern 
The  pious  monarch's  generous  de.: 
Spoil  their  own  native  Ian 

Vipers  that  tear  their  mother';,  bowels  through. 
Let  great  NaiTau,  beneath,  a  careful  crow .  ,  30 

Mournful  in  majefty,  look  gently  do 
Mingling  foft  pity  with  an  awful  fi 
He  grieves  to  fee  how  long  in  vain  he  ftrove 
To  make  us  biefs'd,  how  vain  his  labours  prove 
To  fave  the  flubborn  land  he  condefceads  to  love. 

TO  THE  DISCONTENTED  AND 
UNQUIET. 

Imitated  partly  from  Cafimire ,B.lv.  Od.  \5. 

V  ARIA,  there's  nothing  here  that's  free 
From  wearifome  anxiety  : 
And  the  whole  round  of  mortal  joys 
With  fhort  poffefiion  tires  and  cloys  : 
Tis  a  dull  circle  that  we  tread,  5 

J uft  from  the  window  to  the  bed, 
We  rife  to  fee  and  to  be  feexi, 
Gaze  on  the  world  awhile,  and  then 
We  yawn,  and  ftretch  to  ileep  again. 
But  Fancy,  that  uneafy  gue(t,  ;  io 

Still  holds  a  longing  in  our  bread  : 
She  finds  or  frames  vexations  ftiil, 
Herfelf  the  greatest  plague  we  :eel„ 
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We  take  ftrange  pleafure  in  our  pain, 

And  make  a  mountain  of  a  grain,  i$ 

Aflame  the  load,  and  pant  and  fvveat 

Beneath  th'imaginary  weight. 

With  our  dearfelves  we  live  at  (Trife, 

While  the  mod  conftant  1  cencs  of  life 

From  pecviih  humours  are  not  free;  20 

Still  we  affect  variety  : 

Rather  than  pafs  an  eafy  day, 

We  fret  and  chide  the  hours  away, 

Grow  weary  of  this  circling  fun, 

And  vex  that  he  ihould  ever  run  25 

The  fame  old  track,  and  Hill,  and  ftill 

Rife  red  beyond  yon  caflern  hill, 

And  chide  the  moon  that  darts  her  light 

Through  the  fame  cafement  every  night. 

We  ftiift  our  chambers,  and  our  homes,  30 

To  dwell  where  trouble  never  comes ; 
Sylvia  has  left  the  city  crowd, 
Againft  the  court  exclaims  aloud, 
Flies  to  the  woods  ;  a  hermit  faint  ! 
She  lothes  her  patches,  pins,  and  paint,  35 

Dear  diamonds  from  her  neck  are  torn  : 
But  humour,  that  eternal  thorn, 
Sticks  in  her  heart :   fhe  is  hurry'd  Hill, 
'Twixt  her  wild  paffions  and  her  will  : 
Haunted  and  hagg'd  where-e'er  fhe  roves,  40 

By  purling  itreams,  and  filent  groves, 
Or  with  her  furies  or  her  love:. 

Then  our  own  native  land  we  hate, 
Too  cold,  too  windy,  or  too  wet; 
Change  the  thick  climate,  and  repair  4 

To  France  or  Italy  for  air; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly; 
Go,  Silvia,  mount  the  whirling  iky, 
Or  ride  upon  the  feather'd  wind 
In  vain  ;   if  this  difeafed  mind  * 

Clings  faft,  and  ftill  fits  dole  behind. 

Faithful  difeafe,  that  never  fails 
Attendance  at  her  lady's  fide, 
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Over  the  defert  or  the  tide, 

On  rolling  wheels,  or  flying  fails. 

Happy  the  foul  that  virtue  fhows 
To  fix  the  place  of  her  repofe, 
Needle fs  to  move  ;   for  me  can  dwell 
In  her  old  grandfire's  hall  as  well. 
Virtue  that  never  loves  to  roam, 
But  fweetly  hides  herfelfat  home. 
And  eafy  on  a  native  throne 
Of  humble  turf  fits  gently  down. 

Yet  ihould  tumultuous  ftorms  arife, 
And  mingle  earth,  and  leas,  and  flcies, 
Should  the  waves  (well,  and  make  hei  roll 
Acrofs  the  line,  or  near  the  pole, 
Still  (he's  at  peace  ;  for  well  fhe  knows 
'1  o  Launch  the  ftream  that  duty  mews', 
And  makes  her  home  where-e'er  fhe 
Bear  her,  ye  feas,  upon  your  breaft, 
Or  waft  her,  winds,  from  ea(t  to  weft 
On  the  foft  air  ;   fhe  cannot  find 
A  couch  fo  eafy  as  her  mind, 
Nor  breathe  a  climate  half  fc  kind. 


TO  JOHN  HARTOPP,  ESQ^ 

(Afterwards  Sir  John  Hartopp,  Bart.) 

CASIMIRE,    BOOK    I.     ODE    4.    IMITATED 
*' V:,x  jucundje  metuens  jwrentae,"  &c. 

JLlVE,  my  dear  Hartopp,  live  to-day, 
Nor  let  the  fun  look  down  and  fay, 

"  Inglorious  here  he  lies  ;" 
Shake  off  your  eafe,  and  fend  you  name 
To  immortality  and  fame, 

By  every  hour  that  flies. 

Youth's  a  foft  fcene,  but  truft  her  not; 
Her  airy  minutes,  fwift  as  thought, 
Slide  off  the  flippery  fphere  ; 
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Moons  with  their  months  make  hafly  rounds,       10 
The  fun  has  pafs'd  his  vernal  bounds, 
And  whirls  about  the  year. 

Let  folly  drefs  in  green  and  red, 

And  gird  her  waift  with  flowing  gold, 

Knit  bluihing  rofes  round  her  head,  15 

Alas  !  the  gaudy  colours  fade, 

The  garment  waxes  old. 
Hartopp,  mark  the  withering  rofe, 
And  the  pale  gold  how  dim  it  ihews  ! 

Bright  and  lading  blifs  below  20 

■  il  romance  and  dream  ; 
Only  the  joys  celeftial  flow 

In  an  eternal  ftream, 
The  pleafure^  that  the  fmiling  day 

With  large  right-hapd  beftows,  25 

F  ilfely  her  left  conveys  away, 

And  ihuiiie,  in  our  woes. 
So  have  1  feen  a  mother  play, 

And  cheat  her  filly  child, 
She  gave  and  took,  a  toy  away,  '  30 

The  infant  cry'd  and  fmil'd. 

Airy  chance,  and  iron  fate, 

Hurry  and  vex  our  mortal  (late, 

And  all  the  race  of  ills  create  ; 

Now  fiery  joy,  now  fullen  grief,  35 

Commands  the  reins  of  human  life, 

The  wheels  impetuous  roll  ; 
The  harnefs'd  hours  and  minutes  drive, 
And  days  with  ftretching  pinions  drive 

Down  fiercely  on  the  goal.  4-r 

Not  half  fo  faft  the  galley  flics 

O'er  the  Venetian  fea, 
When  fails,  and  oars,  and  labouring  fkifis, 

Contend  to  make  her  way. 
Swift  wings  for  all  the  flying  hours  45 

The  God  of  time  prepares, 
The  reft  lie  dill  yet  in  their  neft 

And  grow  for  future  years,  4S 
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HAPPY  SOLITUDE. 

TO    THOMAS    GUNSTON,    E  S  O^. 

CAS1MIRE,    BOOK    IV.    ODE    12,    IMITATED. 
"  Quid  me  Iatentera,"  (Sec. 

J  HE  noify  world  complains  of  me 
That  I  mould  ftiun  their  fight,  and  flee 
Vilks,  and  crowds,  and  company. 
Gunfton,  the  lark  dwells  in  her  nefl 

Till  me  afcend  the  fkies ;  5 

And  in  my  clofet  I  could  reft 

Till  to  the  heavens  I  rife. 
Yet  they  will  urge,  "  This  private  life 
"  Can  never  make  you  blefs'd, 
"  And  twenty  doors  are  ftill  at  ftrife  10 

"  T 'engage  you  for  a  guefl." 
Friend,  mould  the  towers  of  Wind  for  or  Whitehall 
Spread  open  their  inviting  gates 
To  make  my  entertainment  gay ; 
I  would  obey  the  royal  call,  15 

But  fhort  mould  be  my  ftay. 
Since  a  diviner  fervice  waits 
T'employ  my  hours  at  home,  and  better  fill  the  day. 

When  I  within  myfelf  retreat, 

I  (hut  my  doors  againft  the  great  ;  20 

My  bufy  eyeballs  inward  roll, 

And  there  with  large  furvey  1  fee 

All  the  wide  theatre  of  me, 
And  view  the  various  fcenes  of  my  retiring  foul  ; 
There  I  walk  o'er  the  mazes  I  have  trod,  25 

While  hope  and  fear  are  in  a  doubtful  ftrife, 

Whether  this  opera  of  life 
Be  acted  well,  to  gain  the  plaudit  of  my  God. 

There's  a  day  haftening  ('tis  an  awful  day  '.) 
When  the  great  fovereign  (hall  at  large  review    30 

All  that  we  fpeak,  and  all  we  do, 
The  feveral  parts  we  act  on  that  wide  ftage  of  clay  ; 
s  2 
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Thefe  he  approves,  and  thole  he  blames, 
And  crowns  perhaps  a   porter,    and  a   prince  he 

damns. 
O  if  the  Judge  from  his  tremendous  feat  35 

Shall  not  condemn  what  I  have  done, 
I  fhall  be  happy,  though  unknown, 
Nor  heed  the  gazing  rabble,  nor  the  fhouting  ftreet. 

I  hate  the  glory,  friend,  that  fprings 
Ffom  the  vulgar  breath  and  empty  found  ;   40 
Fame  mounts  her  upward  with  a  favouring  gale 

Upon  her  airy  wings, 
Till  envy  ihoots  and  fame  receives  the  wound  : 
Then  her  flagging  pinions  fail, 
Down  glory  falls,  and  ftrikes  the  ground,  45 

And  breaks  her  batter"  d  limbs, 
Rather  let  me  be  quite  conceaFd  from  fame ; 
How  happy  I  fhould  lie 
In  fweet  obfeurity, 
Nor  the  loud  world  pronounce  my  little  name  !  50 
Here  I  could  live  and  die  alone  ; 
Or  if  fociety  be  due 
To  keep  our  tafle  of  pleafure  new, 
Gunfton,  Td  live  and  die  wich  you, 

For  both  our  fouls  are  one.  $s 

Here  we  could  fit  and  pafs  the  hour, 

And  pity  kingdoms  and  their  kings, 

And  fmile  at  all  their  ihining  things, 

Their  toys  of  ftate  and  images  of  power. 

Virtue  ft  ell  within  our  feat,  60 

Virtue  alone  could  make  it  fweet, 
Nor  is  herfetf  fecure,  but  in  a  clo'e  retreat, 
While  fhe  withdraws  from  public  praifc, 
Envy  perhaps  woul  I  ceafe  to  rail, 
Envy  itfelf  would  innocently  gaze  65 

At  beauty  in  a  veil  : 
But  if  fhe  once  advance  to  light, 
Ker  charms  are  loft  in  envy's  fight, 
/   id  virtue  ilands  the  mark  of  univerfal  fpite.     69 
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THE  DISDAIN. 

TO    JOHN    HARTOPP,    ESQ^ 
(Afterwards  Sir  John  Hartopp,  Bart.) 

1 1  \RTOPP,  I  love  the  foul  that  dares 
Tread  the  temptations  of  his  years 

Beneath  his  youthful  feet  : 

vood  and  all  thy  heavenly  line 

through  the  ftars,  and  fmile  divine  5 

Upon  an  heir  [o  great. 
Young  Hartopp  knows  this  noble  theme, 
That  the  wild  fcenes  of  bufy  life, 
The  nolle,  th'amufements,  and  the  ftrife, 
Are  but  the  viiions  of  the  night,  10 

Gay  fantOms  of  delulive  light, 

Or  a  vexatious  dream. 

Tlefli  is  the  vileft  and  the  lead 

jredient  of  our  frame  : 
We're  born  to  live  above  the  beaft,  15 

Or  quit  the  manly  n 
Pleaftaes  of  fenfe  we  leave  for  bo;,\>  ; 
Be  fhining  duft  the  mifer's  fee    ; 
Let  fancy  feed  on  fame  and  noife, 
Souls  ; 

And  feize  th'imme:\  21 

TO  MIT  10,  MY  FRIEND. 

AN    EPISTLE. 

Jb  ORGIV E  me,  Mitio,  that  there  mould  be  any  mortifying 
lines  in   the   followi  uifcribed  to  you,    fo  foon  after 

your  entrance  into  that  ftate  which  was  defigned  for  the  com- 
pleted happinefs  on  earth  :  but  you  will  qu.ckly  difcover,  that 
the  mufe  in  the  fira  poem  only  rep  relents  the  fhades  and  dark 
colours  that  melarv  I  upon  love,  and  the  focial  life. 

In  the  fecond,  perhaps  fhe  indulges  her  own  bright  ideas  a  lit- 
tle.    Yet  if  die  accounts  are  i  lanced  at  laft,    and 
...1  in  a   due  light,  I  hope   there  is  no  ground  for  cui- 
fure.     Hive  you  wii;  find  ah  attempt  made  to  talk  of  one  »*f 
S  3 
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-    !    -   oft  important  concerns  of  human   nature  in  veife,  and 

va  a  folemnity  becoming  the  argument.     I  have  banith- 

eJ    grimace   and  ridicule,    that   perfons   of  the  moft  ferious 

ter    may    read    without    offence.      What   was  written 

feveral    years  ago    to    yourielf,    is   now  permitted  to  enter- 

i  world  ;  but  you  may  aflume  it  to  yourfelr*  as  a  p 
entertainment    (till,  while   you  lie  concealed  behind  a  feigned 
name. 

THE  MOURNING-PIECE. 

-LlFE's  a  long  tragedy  :   this  globe  the  ftage, 
Well  fix'd  and  well  adorn'd  with  flrong  machines, 
Gay  fields,  and  Ikies,  and  feas  :   the  actors  many  : 
The  plot  immenfe  :  a  flight  of  Demons  (it 
On  every  failing  cloud  with  fatal  purpofe  ;  5 

And  fhoot  acrofs  the  fcenes  ten  thouiand  arrows 
Perpetual  and  unfeen,  headed  with  pain, 
With  forrow,  infamy,  diieafe,  and  death. 
The  pointed  plagues  fly  lilenc  through  the  air, 
Nor  twangs  the  bow,  yet  lure  and  deep  the  wound. 

Dianthe  a£ts  her  little  part  alone,  11 

Nor'wiihes  an  aflbciate.    Lo  !  lhe  glides 
Single  through  all  the  ftorm,  and  more  fecure  ; 

are  her  dangers,  and  her  breaft  receives 
The  feweft  darts.     "  But,  O  my  lov'd  Marilla,  15 
"  My  fuler,  once  my  friend  (Dianthe  cries) 
*'  How  much  art  thou  expofed  !   Thy  growing  foul 
"  Doubled  in  wedlock,  multiply'd  in  children, 
"  Stands  but  the  broader  mark  for  all  the  mifchiefs 
*'  That  rove  promifcuous  o'er  the  mortal  ftage  :  20 
"  Children,  thofe  dear  young  limbs,  thofe  tender- 
eft  pieces 
"  Of  your  own  flefhj  thofe  little  other  felves, 
*(  How  they  dilate  the  heart  to  wide  dimensions., 
11  And  fcften  everv  fibre  to  improve 


'  The  mother's  fad  capacity  of  pain  !  25 

'-  I  mourn  Fidelio  too  ;   though  heaven  has  chofe 
•'  A  favourite  mate  for  him,  of  all  her  fex 
■  The  pride  and  flower  :   how  bleft  the  lovely  pair, 
u  Beyond  expreffioDj  if  well-mingled  loves 
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14  And  woes  well  mingled  could  improve  our  hill's  ! 

"  Amidit  the  rugged  cares  of  life,  behold  31 

"  The  father  and  the  hi: [band  ;   flattering  names, 
"  That  fpread  his  title,  and  enlarge  his  lhare 
"  Of  common  wretchednefs.     He  fondly  hopes 
"  To  multiply  his  joys,  but  every  hour  3  5 

"  Renews  the  disappointment  and  the  fmart. 
il  There's  not  a  wound  arRicts  the  meaneft  joint 
"  Of  his  fair  partner,  or  her  infant  train, 
11  Sweeet  babes!)  but  pierces  to  his  inmoft  foul. 
"  Strange  is  thy  power,  O  love!   what  numeroi  s 
veins,  40 

"  And  arteries,  and  arms.,  and  hands,  and  eyes, 
"  Are  link'd  and  faften'd  to  a  lover's  heart, 
"By  flrong  but  fecret  firings  !  With  vain  attempt 
"  We  put  the  Stoic  on,  in  vain  we  try 
11  To  break  the  ties  of  nature  and  of  blood  ;         45 
"  Thofe  hidden  threads   maintain  the   dear  coin- 

muni  on 
"  Inviolably  firm  ;   their  thrilling  motions 
"  Reciprocal  give  endlefs  fympathy 
*'  In  all  the  bitters  and  the  fweets  of  life. 
11  Thrice  happy  man,  if  pleafure  only  knew         50 
41  Thefe  avenues  of  love  to  reach  our  fouls, 
"  And  pain  had  never  found  them  !*' 
/     Thus  fang  the  tuneful  maid,  fearful  to  try 
j  The  bold  experiment.     Oft  Daphnia  came, 
I  And  oft  Narcifius,  rivals  of  her  heart,  55 

Luring  her  eyes  with  trifles  dipp'd  in  gold, 

id  the  gay  illken  bondage.     Firm  (he  flood, 
And  bold  repuls'd  the  bright  temptation  (till, 
Nor  put  the  chains  on;   dangerous  to  try, 
And  hard  to  be  diliblv'd.     Yet  riling  tears  60 

Sate  on  her  eyelids,  while  her  numbers  flow'd 
Harmonious  forrow  ;  and  the  pitying  drops 
Stole  down  her  cheeks,  to  mourn  the  haplefs  (late 
Of  mortal  love.     Love,  thou  bell:  blefling  lent 
To  fatten  life,  and  make  our  iron  cares  65 

E     y  :    But  thy  own  cares  of  fofter  kind 
G     :   (harper  wounds:    They  lodge  too  near  the 
heajt, 
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Beat,  like  the  pulfe,  perpetual,  and  create 
A  ftrange  uneafyfenfe,  a  tempting  pain. 

Say,  my  companion,  Mitio,  fpeak  fi.ncere,         70 
(For  thou  arc  learned  now)  what  anxious  thoughts, 
What  kind  perplexities  tumultuous  rife, 
If  but  the  abfence  of  a  day  divide 
Thee  from  thy  fair  beloved  !    Vainly  fmiles 
The  cheerful  fun,  ai  es     75 

' :i  vain  :    the  region  of  thy  foul 
Is  darknefs  till  thy  better  ftar  app< 
Tell  me,  what  toil,  what  torment  to  fuftain 
Tlie  rolling  burden  of  the  tedious  hours  ? 
The  tedious  hours  are  ages.     Fancy  roves  So 

ReffN  .  -  . ,  nor  believes 

hofe  life 
Thy  life  confifts,  and  in  her  comfort  th.ine. 
Fear  and  furmife  put  on  a  thoufand  forms 
Of  dear  difquietude,  and  round  thine  ears  85 

Whifper  ten  thoufand  dangers,  endlefs  woes, 
Till  thy  frame  fhudders  at  her  fancy 'd  death  ; 
Then  dies  my  Mitio,  and  his  blood  creeps  cold 
Thro'  ev'ry  vein.     Speak,  does  the  Granger  mufe 
Caft  happy  guefles  at  the  unknown  paflion,  9P 

Or  has  fhe  fabled  all  ?   Inform  me,  friend, 
Are  half  thy  joys  fincere  ?  Thy  hopes  fulfilled 
Or  frufrrate  ?   H  tit  thy  fecret  griefs 

To  faithful  ears,  and  be  they  bury'd  here 
In  friendship  and  oblivion  ;  led  they  fpoil  05  ' 

Thy  new-born  pleafures  with  dfftafteful  gall. 
Nor  let  thine  eye  too  greedily  drink  in 
The  frightful  profpeft,  when  untimely  death 
Shall  make  wild  inroads  on  a  parent's  heart, 
And  his  dear  offspring  to  the  cruel  grave  100 

Are  dragged  in  fad  fucceiTion,  while  his  foul 
cpmeal  :   tluis  dies  the  wretch 
rious  death,  and  frequent,  ere  hie  quit 
The  the  itre,  and  make  his  exit  final. 

But  if  his  deareft  half,  his  faithful  mate  105 

Survive,  and  in  the  fweeteft'faddefl  airs 
Ot  love  and  grief,   approach  with  trembling  hand 
To  clofe  his  fwjmming  eyes,  w  hat  double  pang  , 
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What  racks,  what  twinges  rend  his  heartftrings  off 
From  the  fair  bofom  of  that  fellow-dove  1 10 

He  leaves  behind  to  mourn  ?  What  jealous  cares 
Hang  on  his  parting  foul,  to  think  his  love 

'd  to  wild  oppreflion,  and  the  herd 
Of  lavage  men  >   fo  parts  the  dying  turtle 
With  fobbing  accents,  with  fuch  fad  regret,       115 
Leaves  his  kind  feather' d  mate  :   the  widow  bird 
Wanders  in  lonefome  (hades,  forgets  her  food, 
Forgets  her  Life ;   or  falls  a  fp^edier  prey 
To  talon'd  falcons,  and  the  crooked  beak 
Of  hawks,  athirft  for  blood 120 

THE    SECOND    PART: 
OR,    THE    BRIGHT    VISION. 

Thus  far  the  mufe,  in  unaccuftom'd  mood, 
And  ftrains  unpleafing  to  a  lover's  ear 
Indulged  a  gloom  of  thought ;  and  thus  me  fang 
Partial  ;  for  melancholy's  hated  form 
Stood  by  in  fable  robe  :   the  penfive  mufe 
Survey'd  the  darkfome  fcenes  of  life,  and  fought 
Some  bright  relieving  glimpfe,  fome  cordial  ray 
In  the  fair  world  of  love  :   but  while  fhe  gaz'd 
Delightful  on  the  ftate  of  twinborn  fouls 
United,  blefs'd,  the  cruel  {hade  appiy'd  10 

A  dark  long  tube,  and  a  falfe  tinftur'd  glafs 
Deceitful  ;   blending  love  and  life  at  once 
In  darkneis,  chaos,  and  the  common  mafs 
lifefy  :   now  Urania  feels  the  cheat, 
breaks  the  hated  optic  in  difdain.  15 

Switt  vanifhes  the  i'ullen  form,  and  lo 
The   fcene    ihines  bright  with   blifs  :    behold  the 

place 
Where  mifchiefs  never  fly,  cares  never  come 
With  wrinkled  brow,  nor  anguifh,  nor  dif'eafe, 
Nor  malice  forky-tongued.     On  this  dear  fpot,    20 
Mitio,  my  love  would  fix  and  plant  thy  ftation 
To  act  thy  part  of  life,  lerene  and  blefs'd 
With  the  fair  confort  fitted  to  thy  heart. 
Sure  'tis  a  viiion  of  that  happy  grove 
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Where  the  firft  authors  of  our  mournful  race        25 
Liv'd  in  fweet  partnerfhip !  one  hour  they  liv'd, 
But  chang'd  the  tafted  bills  (imprudent  pair  !) 
Fbrfin,  and  fharae,  and  this  wafte  wildernels 
Of  briers,  and  nine  hundred  years  of  pain. 
The  wiftvir.g  mufe  new  dreffes  the  fair  garden      30 
Amid  this  defert  world,  with  budding  blifs, 
And  evergreens,  and  balms,  and  flowery  beauties 
Without  one  dangerous  tree  :   the  heavenly  dew  s 
Nightly  defcending  fhall  impearl  the  grafs 
And  verdant  herbage  ;  drops  of  fragrancy  35 

Sit  trembling  on  the  fpires  :   the  fpicy  vapours 

the  dawn,  and  through  the  air  diilus'd 
Salute  your  waking  fenfes  with  perfume  : 

.  vital  fruits,  with  their  ambrofial  juice, 
Renew  life's  purple  iloodand  fountain,  pure        40 
From  vicious  taint ;  and  with  your  innocence 
Immortalize  the  ftructure  of  your  clay. 
On  this  new  paradife  the  cloudlefs  ikies 
Shall  (mile  perpetual,  while  the  lamp  of  day 
(With  flames  unfully'd  as  the  fabled  torch  45 

Of  Hymen)  meafures  out  your  golden  hours 
Along  his  azure  road.     The  nuptial  moon, 
In  milder  rays  ferene,  fhould  nightly  rife 
Full  orb'd  (if  heaven  and  nature  will  indulge 
So  fair  an  emblem)  big  with  filver  joys  50 

And  ftill  forget  her  wane.     The  feather'd  choir, 
Warbling  their  Maker's  praife  on  early  wing, 

1  ch'd  on  evening  bough,  (hall  join  your  wor-* 
(hip, 
Join  your  fweet  vefpers  and  the  morning  fong. 

O  facred  fymphony  !   Hark,  through  the  grove 
I  hear  the  found  divine  !   I'm  all  attention.  56 

All  ear,  all  ecftafy  ;  unknown  delight ! 
And  the  fair  mufe  proclaims  the  heaven  below. 
Not  the  feraphic  minds  of  high  degree 

in  converfe  with  men ;  again  returning        60 
I  fee  \.  1  hoft  on  downward  wing. 

I.o,  at  the  eaftern  gate  young  cherubs  (land, 
Guardianr-,  commilTion'd  to  convey  their 
To  earthly  lovers.     Go,  ye  happy  pair, 
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Go  tafte  their  banquet,  learn  the  nobler  pleafures 

Supernal,  and  from  brutal  dregs  refin'd. 

Raphael  fhall  teach  thee,  friend,  exalted  thoughts 

And  intellectual  blifs.     'Twas  Raphael  taught 

The  patriarch  of  our  progeny  th'affairs 

Of  heaven  :    (So  Milton  lings,  enlighten'd  bard  ! 

Nor  mifs'd  his  eyes,  when,  in  fublimeft  drain, 

The  ar.gelS  great  narration  he  repeats 

To  Album's  Ions  high  favour'd. )  Thou  fhalt  learn 

Celeftial  leflbns  from  his  awful  tongue  ; 

And  with  loft  grace  and  interwoven  loves  75 

(Grateful  digreilion)  all  his  words  rehearfe 

To  thy  Chariffa's  ear,  and  charm  her  foul. 

,  with  divine  difcourfe,  in  fhady  bowers 
Of  Eden,  our  fir  ft  father  entertain'd 
Eve,  his  fole  auditrefs  ;  and  deep  difpute  So 

With  conjugal  carefTes  on  her  lip 
Solv'd  eafy,  and  abftrufeft  thoughts  reveal'd. 
Now  the  day  wears  apace,  now  Mitio  comes 
From  his  bright  tutor,  and  finds  out  his  mate. 
Behold  the  dear  aflbciat 

On  humble  turf,  with  rofe  and  myrtle  ftrew'd  ; 
But  high  their  conference  :  liow  (elf-fui 
Live,  thei  .Jakcr,  girt  around 

With  glorie  . :  arm'd  with  thunders  ;  and  his  throne 
Mortal  accefs  forbids,  projecting  far  90 

Splendours  unfufferable  and  radiant  death. 

reverence  and  abafement  deep  they  fall 
Be  ore  hi    fovereign  Majefty,  to  pay 
Due  worih'p  :   then  his  mercy  on  their  f 
Smiles  with  a  gentler  ray,  but  fovei  LI  j     95 

And  leads  their  meditation  and  dif( 

ward,  and  acrofs  the  feas 
To  Bethlehem  of  Judah  :  there  the  Son, 
The  filial. Godhead,  character  exprefs 
Of  brightnefs  inexpreffible,  laid  by  100 

•  His  beamy  robe^  and  made  defcent  to  e 
Sprung  from  the  fons  of  Adam,  he 
Aferond  Father,  ftudious  to  regain 
Loft  paradife  for  men,  and  purchafe  he 

ith  endearment  mutual,  thus 
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Promifcuous  talk'd,  and  queftions  intricate 

His  manly  Judgment  ftill  refolv'd,  and  ftill 

Held  her  attention  fix'd  :   me  mufing  fat 

On  the  fweet  mention  of  incarnate  love, 

Till  rapture  wak'd  her  voice  to  fofteft  (trains.    110 

She  fang  "  the  infant  God;   (myfterious  theme  !) 

"  How  vile  his  birthplace,  and  ins  cradle  vile  ! 

"  The  ox  and  afs  his  mean  companions  ;   there, 

**  In  habit  vile,  the  fliepherds  Hock  around, 

"  Saluting  the  great  mother,  and  adore  115 

"  Ifrael's  anointed  King,  th'appointed  heir 

"  Of  the  creation.     How  debas'd  he  lies 

"  Beneath  his  regal  ftate  ;   for  thee,  my  Mitio, 

"  Debas'd  in  fervile  form  ;  but  angels  (tood 

"  Miniftering  round  their  charge  with  folded  wings 

"  Obfequious,   though   unfeen;    while    lightfome 

hours 
"  Fulflll'd  the  day,  and  the  grey  evening  rofe. 
"  Then  the  fair  guardians  hovering  o'er  his  head 
"  Wakeful  all  night,  drive  the  foul  fpirits  far, 
"  And  with  their  fanning  pinions  purge  the  air  125 
"  From  bufy  fantoms,  from  infectious  damps, 
"  And  impure  taint ;  while  their  ambroiial  plumes 
"  A  dewy  il umber  on  his  fenfes  fhed. 
"  Alternate  hymns  the  heavenly  watchers  fung 
"  Melodious,  frothing  the  furrounding  ihades,   150 
"  And  kept  the  darknefs  chafte  and  holy.     Then 
"  Midnight  was  charm'd,  and  all  her  gazing  eyes 
"  Wonderd  to  fee  their  mighty  Maker  Qeep. 
"  Behold  the  glooms  difperfe,  the  rofy  morn 
"  Smiles  in  the  ealt  with  eyelids  op'ning  fair,    135 
11  But  not  fo  fair  as  thine  ;   O  I  could  fold  thee, 
"  My  young  Almighty,  my  Creator-Babe, 
"  Forever  in  thele  arms  !    For  ever  dwell 
"  Upon  thy  lovely  form  with  gazing  joy, 
'•'  And  every  pulfe  mould  beat  feraphic  love  !    no 
"  Around  my  feat  mould  crowding  cherubs  come 
*'  With  fwift  ambition,  zealous  to  attend 
*'  Their  prince,  and  form  a  heaven  below  the  fky. 
"  Forbear,  CharifTa,  O  forbear  the  thought 
female  fondnefs,  and  forgive  the  man        145 


HORJE    LYRICS.      BOOK    II.  173 

"  That  interrupts  fuch  melting  harmony  !" 
Thus  Mitio  ;   and  awakes  her  nobler  powers 

ayjuft  worfhip  to  the  facred  King, 
Jefos  the  God;  nor  with  devotion  pure 
Mix  the  careffes  of  her  fofter  lex  ;  1  <;o 

(Vain  bl  andi  ihment  ! )    "Come,    turn   thine   eyes 

alide 
"  From  Bethlehem,  and  climb  up  the  doleful  fteep 
"  Of  bloody  Calvary,  where  naked  fkulls 
44  Pave  the  fad  road,  and  fright  the  traveller. 
"  Can  my  beloved  bear  to  trace  the  feet  155 

14  Of  her  Redeemer,  panting  up  the  hill, 
tk  Hard  burden'd  ?  Can  thy  heart  attend  his  crofs? 
"  Nail'd  to  the  cruel  wood,  he  groans,  he  dies, 
"  For  thee  he  dies.     Beneath  thy  fins  and  mine 
i(  (Horrible  load  !)  the  Gnlefs  Saviour  groans,   160 
11  And  in  fierce  anguifli  of  his  foul  expires. 
"  Adoring  angels  pry,  with  bending  head, 
u  Searching  the  deep  contrivance,  and  admire 
14  This  infinite  defign.     Here  peace  is  made 
*4  'Twixt  God  the  fovereign,  and  the  rebel  man: 
"  Here  Satan,  overthrown  with  all  his  noils,      166 
4,4  In  fecond  ruin,  rages  and  defpairs; 
11  Malice  itfelf  defparrs.     The  captive  prev, 
14  Long  held  in  flavery,  hopes  a  fweet  releaiie, 
44  And  Adam's  ruin'd  offspring  fliall  revive,     170 
44  Thus  ranfom'd  from  the  greedy  jaws  of  death.1' 

1  he  fair  difciple  h  r  paffions  move 

Harmonious  to  the  great  difcourfe,  and  breathe 
Refund  devotion  :   v.  hile  new  fmiles  of  love 
Repay  her  ceaCher.     Both  with  bended  knees    17  c 
Head  o'er  the  covenant  of  eternal  life 

ght  down  to  men  ;   feal'd  by  the  facred  Three 
In  heaven  ;  and  feal'd  on  earth  with  God:: 

blood. 
they  unite  their  names  again,  and  : 
fe  peaceful  articles.   (Hail,  blei  rsxte 

Celeftial  ?  Ye  (hall  grow  to  manly  age, 
And,  fpite  01  -  hell,  in  feaibn  due 

Poflefs  the  fair 
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With  joyous  admiration  they  furvey 
The  gofpel  treafures,  infinite,  unfeen  1S5 

By  mortal  eye,  by  mortal  ear  unheard, 
And  unconceiv'd  by  thought :   Riches  divine 
And  honours  which  the  almighty  Father,  God, 
Pour'd  with  iminer.fe  profufion  on  his  Son, 
High  treafurer  of  heaven.     The  Son  bellows     190 
The  life,  the  love,  the  blefling,  and  the  joy 
On  bankrupt  mortals,  who  believe  and  love 
His  name.      "  Then,  my  Charilfa,  all  is  thine.'" 
And  thine,  my  Mitio,'1  the  fair  faint  replies. 
'Life,  death,  the  world  below,  and  worlds  on  high, 
And  place,   and  time,  are  our's  ;  and  things  to 
come,  196 

And  part,  and  prefent ;  for  our  intereft  ftands 
Firm  in  our  myftic  Head,  the  title  fure. 
'Tis  for  our  health  and  fweet  refrefhment  (while 
We  fojourn  ltrangers  here)  the  fruitful  earth 
Bears  plenteous  ;   and  revolving  feafons  dill  201 
Drefs  her  vaft  globe  in  various  ornament. 
For  us  this  cheerful  fan  and  cheerful  light 
Diurnal  mine.     This  blue  expanle  of  Iky 
Hangs  a  rich  canopy  above  our  heads,  205 

Covering  our  {lumbers  all  with  ftarry  gold 
Inwrought,  when  night  alternates  her  return. 
For  us  time  wears  his  wings  out  :   Nature  keeps 
Her  wheels  in  motion  :    and  her  fabric  ftands. 
Glories  beyond  our  ken  of  mortal  light  210 

Are  now  preparing,  and  a  manfion  fair 
Awaits  us,  where  the  faints  unbody'd  live. 
Spirits,  re!eas\i  from  clay,  and  purg'd  from  fin  : 
Thither  our  hearts,  with  moll  incelfant  wifh, 
Panting,  afpire  ;  when  lhall  that  dearelt  hour 
Shine  andreleafe  us  hence,  and  bear  us  high, 
Bear  us  at  once  unfever'd  to  our  better  home  }** 
O  blefs'd  connubial  (late  !   O  happy  pair, 
Envy'.dbyyet  unfociated  fouls, 
Who  feek.  their  faithful  twins !  Your  pleafures  rife 
Sweet  as  the  morn,  advancing  as  the  day,  221 

Fervent  as  the  glorious  noon,  fcrenely  calm 
As  fummer  evening.     The  vile  fons  of  earth, 
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Grovelling  in  duft,  with  all  their  noif'y  jars, 
Refilefs,  (hall  interrupt  your  joys  no  more         225 
Than  barking  animals  affright  the  moon 
Sublime,  and  riding  in  her  midnight  way. 
Friendfhip  and  love  mail  undiflinguilh'd  reign 
O'er  all  your  pailions,  with  unrivall'd  fway, 
Mutual  and  everlaffing  :  Friendfhip  knows        230 
No  property  in  good,  but  all  things  common 
That  each  poflefles,  as  the  light  or  air 
In  which  we  breathe  and   live ;    there's  not   one 

thought 
Can  lurk  in  clofe  referve,  no  barriers  fix'd, 
But  every  pallage  open  as  the  day.  235 

Thus  by  communion  your  delight  fhall  grow, 
Thus  ftreams  of  mingled  blifs  fwell  higher  as  they 

flow, 
Thus  angels  mix  their  flames  and  more  divinely 

glow.  239 

THE  THIRD  PART  : 
OR,  THE  ACCOUNT  BALANCED. 

Should  fovereign  love  before  me  (land, 
With  all  his  train  of  pomp  and  flute, 
And  bid  the  daring  mufe  relate 

His  comforts  and  his  cares; 
Mitio,  I  would  not  afk  the  fand  5 

For  metaphors  t'exprefs  their  weight, 
Nor  borrow  numbers  from  the  ftars. 
Thy  cares  and  comfort,  fovereign  love, 
Vaftly  outweigh  the  fand  below, 
And  to  a  larger  audit  grow  10 

Than  all  the  ftars  above. 
Thy  mighty  lofTes  and  thy  gains 

Are  their  own  mutual  meafures ; 
Only  the  man  that  knows  thy  pains 

Can  reckon  up  thy  pleafures.  15 

Say,  Damon,  fay,  how  bright  the  fcene, 

Damon  is  half-divinely  blefs'd, 
Leaning  his  head  on  his  Florella's  breafr, 
Without  a  jealous  thought,  or  bufy  care  between  : 
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Then  the  fweet  paflions  mix  and  fhare  ;  20 

Florella  tells  thee  all  her  heart, 
Nor  can  thy  foul's  remoteft  part 
Conceal  a  thought  or  wiih  from  the  beloved  fair. 

Say,  what  a  pitch  thy  pleafures  fly, 
Whenfriendfhip,  all-fincere,  grows  up  to  ecfrafy,2  5 
Nor  felf  contracts  the  blifs,  norvice  pollutes  the  joy. 

While  thy  dear  offspring  round  thee  lit, 
Or,  fporting  innocently  at  thy  feet, 
Thy  kindeft  thoughts  engage  : 

Thofe  little  images  of  thee,  30 

What  pretty  toys  of  youth  they  be, 
And  growing  props  of  age  ! 

But  fhort  is  earthly  blifs!   The  changing  wind 
Blows  from  the  fickly  {buth,  and  brings 
Malignant  fevers  on  its  fultry  wings,  35 

Relentlefs  death  fits  clofe  behind  : 

Now  gafping  infants,  and  a  wife  in  tears, 
With  piercing  groans,  falute  his  ears, 

Through  every  vein  the  thrilling  torments  roll ; 
While  fweet  and  bitter  are  at  ftrife  40 

In  thofe  dear  miferies  of  life, 

Thoie  tendered  pieces  of  his  bleeding  foul. 
The  pleafing  fenfe  of  love  awhile 

Mix'd  with  the  heartache  may  the  pain  beguile, 
And  make  a  feeble  fight :  45 

Till  forrows,  like  a  gleomy  deluge,  rife, 
Then  every  frailing  pafiion  dies, 
And  hope  alone,  with  wakeful  eyes, 

Darkling  and  iolitarywaits,  the  How-returning  light. 

Here  then  let  my  ambition  reft,  50 

May  I  be  moderately  blefs'd 
When  I  the  laws  of  love  obey; 
Let  but  my  pleafure  and  my  pain 
In  equal  balance  ever  reign, 
Or  mount  by  turns  and  (ink  again,  55 

And  fhare  juft  meafures  of  alternate  fway. 
So  Damon  lives,  and  ne'er  complains  j 
Scarce  can  we  hope  diviner  fcenes 
On  this  dull  ftage  of  clay  : 
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The  tribes  beneath  the  northern  Bear 
Submit  to  darknefs  half  the  year, 

Since  half  the  year  is  day.  62 

AN   EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  DUKE  OF  GLOUCESTER, 
JUST    AFTER    MR.  DRYDEN. 

JDrYDEN  is  dead  ;  Dryden  alone  could  fmg 

The  full-grown  glories  of  a  future  king 

Now  Glo'fter  dies! Thus  lefTer  heroes  live 

By  that  immortal  breath  that  poets  give  ;  4. 

And  fcarce  revive  the  mufe  :   But  William  (lands, 
Nor  aiks  his  honours  from  the  poet's  hands. 
William  mall  mine  without  a  Dryden's  praife, 
His  laurels  are  not  grafted  on  the  bays.  8 

AN   EPIGRAM 

OF    MARTIAL    TO    CIRINUS. 

»*  Sic  tua,  Cirini,  promas  Epigrammata  vulgo 
**  Ut  mecum  poffis,"  &c. 

Ill  Mbed  to  Mr.  Juftah  Horie,  Lord  Biftop  of  Kihmre*,  in  Ireland. 

So  fmooth  your  numbers,  friend,  your  verfe  fo 

fweet, 
So  (harp  the  jeft,  and  yet  the  turn  fo  neat, 
That  with  her  Martial  Rome  would  place  Cirine, 
Rome  would  prefer  your  fenfe  and  thought  to  mine. 
Yet  mode  ft  you  decline  the  public  ftage,  5 

To  fix  your  friend  alone  amidll  th-" applauding  age. 
So  Maro  did  ;   the  mighty  Maro  fings 
In  vaft  heroic  notes,  of  vaft  herbic  things. 
And  leaves  the  ode,  to  dance  upon  his  Flaccus' 

firings. 
He  fcorn'd  to  cfaunt  the  dear  Horatian  lyre,         10 
Though  his  brave  genius  flaflVd  Pindaric  fire, 
And  at  his  will  could  lilence  all  the  lyric  choir. 

*  Afterwards  Archhifhop  ©f  Tuam, 
T  3 
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So  to  his  Varius  he  refign'd  the  praifc 
Of  the  proud  bulkin  and  the  tragic  bays, 
When  he  could  thunder  with  a  loftier  vein,  15 

And  fing  of  godb  and  heroes  in  a  bolder  (train. 

A  handfome  treat,  a  piece  of  gold,  or  io. 
And  compliments,  will  every  friend  bellow  ; 
Rarely  a  Virgil,  a  Cirine,  we  meet, 
Who  lays  his  laurels  at  inferior  feet, 
And  yields  the  tendered  point  of  honour,  wit.    21 

TO  MRS.  SINGFR, 

(Afterwards  Mrs.  Ri 

ON   THE  SIGHT  OF  SOME  OFHERDIVINI  F  0  E  M  S , 
NEVER   PRINTED. 

ON  the  fair  banks  of  gentle  Thames 
I  tun'd  my  harp  ;  nor  did  celeftial  themes 
Refufe  to  dance  upon  my  firings  : 
There  beneath  the  evening  iky 
I  fung  my  cares  afleep,  and  raifed  my  wifhes  high  5 
To  everlafting  things. 
Sudden  from  Albion's  weltern  coaft 
Harmonious  notes  come  gliding  by, 
The  neighbouring  ftfepherdsknew  the  filver  found  ; 
"  'Tis  Philomela's  voice,"  the  neighbouring  (hep- 
herds  cry  ;  io 
At  once  my  firings  all  filent  lie. 
At  once  my  fainting  mufe  was  loft, 
In  the  fuperior.fweetnefs  drown'd. 
In  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  powers  unite ; 

My  foul  retir'd,  and  left  my  tongue,  15 

I  was  all  ear,  and  Philomela's  long 
Was  all  divine  delight. 

Now  be  my  harp  forever  dumb, 
My  mufe  attempt  no  more.     'Twas  long  ago 
I  bid  adieu  to  mortal  things,  20 

To  Grecian  tales,  and  wars  of  Rome, 
'Twas  long  ago  I  broke  all  but  th'immortal  firings  : 
Now  thefe  immortal  firings  have  no  employ, 


HOR/F.   LYRICS.       BOOK  IT. 

Since  a  fair  angel  dwells  below, 
To  tune  the  notes  of  heaven  and  propagate  chejoy.25 

Let  all  thy  powers,  with  awe  profound, 
While  Philomela  fings, 

Attend  the  rapture  of  the  found, 
And  my  devotion  rile  on  her  feraphic  wings.         29 

STANZAS 

TO  LADY  SUNDERLAND,  AT  TUNBRIDGE-WELLS. 

r  AIR  nymph,  afcend  to  beauty's  throne, 
And  rule  that  radiant  world  alone  : 
Let  favourites  take  thy  lower  fphere, 
Not  monarchsare  thy  rival  here. 

The  court  of  beauty,  built  fublime,  5 

Defies  all  powers  but  thine  and  time: 
Envy,  that  clouds  the  hero's  iky, 
Aims  but  in  vain  her  flight  fu  high. 

Not  Blenheim's  field,  nor  Ifter's  flood, 

Nor  ftandards  dy'd  in  Gallic  blood,  10 

Torn  from  the  foe,  add  nobler  grace 

To  Churchill's  houfe,  than  Spencer's  face. 

The  warlike  thunder  of  his  arms 

Is  more  commanding  than  her  charms  ; 

His  lightning  ftrikes  with  lefs  furprife  15 

Than  fudden  glances  from  her  eyes. 

His  captives  feel  their  limbs  connVd 

In  iron  ;   fhe  enflaves  the  mind  : 

We  follow  with  a  plealing  pain, 

And  blefs  the  conquerer  and  the  chain,  20 

The  miife  that  dares  in  numbers  do 

What  paint  and  pencil  never  knew, 

Faints  at  her  prefence  in  defpair, 

And  owns  th'inimitable  fair.  34 
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SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  DEAD. 

— •stdXOVP*^- 

AN  EPITAPH 

ON  KING   WILLIAM  III.   OF  GLORIOUS  MEMORY. 
WHO   DIED,  MARCH  8TH,   I7OI. 

BENEATH  thefe  honours  of  a  tomb, 
Greatnefs  in  humble  ruin  lies  ; 
(How  earth  confines  in  narrow  room 
What  heroes  leave  beneath  the  Ikies ! ) 

Preferve,  O  venerable  pile,  5 

Inviolate  thy  facred  truft  ; 

To  thy  cold  arms  the  Britift  ifle, 

Weeping,  commits  her  richeft  duft, 

Ye  gentleft  minifters  of  fate 

Attend  the  monarch  as  he  lies,  10 

And  bid  the  fofteft  {lumbers  wait 

With  hlken  cords  to  bind  his  eyes. 

Reft  his  dear  fword  beneath  his  head ; 

Round  him  his  faithful  arms  (hall  Hand  : 

Fix  his  bright  enfigns  on  his  bed,  t$ 

The  guards  and  honours  of  our  land. 

Ye  fitter  arts  of  paint  and  verfe, 

Place  Albion  fainting  by  his  fide, 

Her  groans  arifing  o'er  the  herfe. 

And  Betgia  finking  when  he  dy'd.  20 
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Ki<;li  o'er  the  grave  religion  fet 

Ii\  folemn  gold  ;   pronounce  the  ground 

1,  to  bar  unhallow'd  I 
And  guardian  virtues  round. 

Fair  liberty,  in  fables  drcll,  25 

Write  his  lov'd  name  upon  his  urn  : 
ct  William,  the  fcourge  of  tyrants  pad, 
<l  And  awe  of  princes  yet  unborn." 

•  peace,  his  facred  relics  keep, 
With  olives  blooming  round  her  head,  30 

And  ftretch  her  wings  acrofs  the  deep 

To  bleis  the  nations  with  the  fhade. 

Stand  on  the  pile,  immortal  fame, 

Broad  liars  adorn  thy  brighteft  robe, 

Thy  thoufand  voice.-,  found  his  name  35 

In  (ilver  accents  round  the  globe. 

Flattery  fhall  faint  beneath  the  found, 

While  hoary  truth  infpires  the  fong; 

Envy  grow  pale  and  bite  the  ground, 

And  flander  gnaw  her  forky  tongue.  40 

Night  and  the  grave,  remove  your  gloom  ; 

•  fs  becomes  the  vulgar  dead  ; 
But  glory  bids  the  royal  tomb 
Difdain  the  horrors  of  a  ib.ade." 

Glorv  with  all  her  lamps  mall  burn,  45 

And  watch  the  warrior's  fleeping  clay, 

Till  the  laft  trumpet  route  his  urn 

To  aid  the  triumphs  of  the  day.  48 
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ON    THE    SUDDEN    DEATH    OF 

MRS.    MARY    PEACOCK. 

An  Elegiac  Song,  fent,  in  a  Letter  of  Condolance,  to 
Mr.  N.  P.  Merchant,  at  Amfterdam. 

flARK!   She  bids  all  her  friends  adieu  ; 
Some  angel  calls  her  to  the  fpheres ; 
Our  eyes  the  radiant  faint  purfue 
Through  liquid  telefcopes  of  tears. 

Farewel,  bright  foul,  a  fhort  farewel,  5 

Till  we  fhall  meet  again  above, 

In  the  fweet  groves  where  pleafures  dwell, 

And  trees  of  life  bear  fruits  of  love  : 

There  glory  fits  on  every  face, 

There  friendfliip  fmiles  in  every  eye,  10 

There  fhall  our  tongues  relate  the  grace 

That  led  us  homeward  to  the  iky. 

O'er  all  the  names  of  Chrifl  our  king 

Shall  our  harmonious  voices  rove, 

Our  harps  fhall  found  from  every  firing  15 

The  wonders  of  his  bleeding  love. 

Come,  fovereign  Lord,  dear  Saviour  come, 

Remove  thefe  feparating  days, 

Send  thy  bright  wheels  to  fetch  us  home  ; 

That  golden  hour,  how  long  it  flays  !  20 

How  long  muft  we  lie  lingering  here, 
While  faints  around  us  take  their  flight  ? 
Smiling,  they  quit  this  dufky  fphere, 
And  mount  the  hills  of  heavenly  light, 

Sweet  foul,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  reft,  25 

Enjoy  thy  Jefus  and  thy  God, 

Till  we,  from  bands  of  clay  releas'd, 

Spring  out,  and  climb  the  fhining  road. 
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While  the  dear  dud  (he  leaves  behind 
Sleeps  in  thy  bofoin,  ("acred  tomb  ! 
Soft  be  her  bed,  her  (lumbers  k 
And  all  her  dreams  of  joy  to  come. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  JQh  .  R. 

IHE  DEATH  OF  HIS  DAUGHTER, 

M  K  -  .  ANN  I 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 

riOW  grc  my  fenfe  <>r"  youi  Bd  not 

think  myfelf  tit  to  offer 

dilations  eon  furnifh  you  with  many 

midft  ot  fo  h 

ik-Is  enough  in  it  to  gild  the  m 

rvrenant  your  foul  is  no  ftrs 

iuch  impreffi 
and  though  I  made  man)  ■  " 

in  its  licit  eftate,  yet  I  mu 

i ft  to  the  pleafant  fc 
of  blefledm  i 
that  are  dead,   I  frequent! 

them   out  then' :     Tims   1   enJcivotu 
Warner)    and  thefe  thoughts  crowding  raft  upon  me, 
them  own  entertainment.     TJ 

abruptly,  becaufe  I  had  do  defign  to  write  a  nnifhed 
befide,  when  1  was  fallen  upon 
no  mind  to  tarry  there.    If  the  li 
happy  as  to  entertain  you  a  little, 
fpent  in  compofing  them  lhall  not  be  : 

Your  affectionate  hum  I    I 

1    W 

AN    ELEGIAC   THOUGHT 

OX    MR  3.    ANN 

Who  died  of  the  Small; 

.  the 
Birth  and  Death  of  ha  Kirfi  Child. 

AwAKE,  my  mufe,  range  the 

fouls, 
And  feek  Vernera  fled;  With  upv.ariaiin 
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Direfl  thy  \\  ing  ;  for  Hie  was  born  from  heaven, 
Fulfill'd  her  vifit,  and  return'd  on  high. 

The  midnight  watch  of  angels  that  patrol  s 

The  Britiih  fky,  have  notic'd  her  aicent 
NLear  the  meridian  flar  :   purfue  the  track 
To  the  bright  confines  of  immortal  day 
And  paradife,  her  home.     Say,  my  Urania, 
(For  nothing  'fcapes  thy  fearch,  nor  canft  thou  mifs 
So  fair  a  fpirit)fay,  beneath  what  fhade  1 1 

Of  amaranth,  or  cheerful  evergreen, 
She  fits,  recounting  to  her  kindred-minds, 
Angelic  or  humane,  her  mortal  toil 
And  travels  through  this  howling  wildernefs  :      15 
By  what  divine  protections  (lie  eficap'd 
Thofe  deadly  fnares  when  youth  and  Satan  leagu'd 
In  combinations  to  aflail  her  virtue 
(Snares  fent  to  murder  fouls)  ;  but  heaven  fecur'd 
The  favourite  nymph,  and  taught  her  victory.    20 

Or  does  fhe  feek,  or  has  ihe  found,  her  babe 
Amongft  the  infant-nation  of  the  bleft, 
And  clafp'd  it  to  her  foul,  to  fatiate  there 
The  young  maternal  paffion,  and  abfolve 
Th'unfill'd  embrace?   Thrice  happy  child  !  25 

That  faw  the  light,  and  turned  its 'eyes  afide 
From  our  dim  regions  to  th'eternal  Sun, 
And  led  the  parent's  way  to  glory!   There 
Thou  art  for  ever  her's,  with  powers  enlarged 
For  love  reciprocal  and  fweet  convcrfe.  30 

Behold  her  anceltors(a  pious  race) 
Rang'd  in  fair  order,  at  her  light,  rejoice, 
And  ling  her  welcome.     She  along  their  feats 
Gliding,  falutes  them  all  with  honours  due, 
Such  as  are  paid  in  heaven  :    And  laft  fhe  finds    35 
A  manfion  fafhion'd  of  diftinguifh'd  light, 
But  vacant:  "This"  (with  fure  prefage,  fhe  crie?-) 
**  Awaits  my  father;  when  will  he  arrive? 
41  How   long,    alas,    how  long  '."(Then  calls  her 

mate) 
"  Die,  thou  dear  partner  of  my  mortal  cares,      40 
« '  Die,  and  partake  my  blifs ;  we  are  for  ever  one .'[ 
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All  me!    where  roves  my  fancy  !    What  kind 

dreams 
Crowd  with  fweet  violence  on  my  waking  mind  J 
Perhaps  illufions  all  !    Inform  me,  mule, 
Choofes  me  rather  to  retire  apart  45 

To  recollect  her  diffipated  powers, 
And  call  her  thoughts  her  own  :  io  lately  freed 
From  earths  vain  Icenes,  gay  vifits,  gratulations, 
From  Hymen's  hurrying  and  tumultuous  joys, 
And  fears  and  pangs,   fierce  pangs  that  wrought 
her  death.  50 

Tell  me  on  what  fublimer  theme  fhe  dwells 
In  contemplation,  with  unerring  clue 
Infinite  truth  purfuing.      (When,  my  foul, 
O  when  (hall  thy  rc-leafc  from  cumberous  ficfh 
Pais  the  great  feal  of  heaven  ?  What  happy  110111*55 
Shall  give  thy  thoughts  a  loofe  to  foar  and  trace 
The  intellectual  world  ?   Divine  delight! 
Vernera's  lov'd  employ  !)   Perhaps  flie  lings, 
To  fome  new  golden  harp,  th'almighty  deeds, 
The  names,  the  honours  of  her  Saviour-God,      60 
His  crofs,  his  grave,  his  victory,  and  his  crown  : 
O  could  I  imitate  th'exalted  notes, 
And  mortal  ears  could  bear  them  !  — 

Or  lies  fhe  now  before  tlf eternal  throne 
Proftrate  in  humble  form,  with  deep  devotion     65 
Oveiwhelm'd,  and  felf-abafement,  at  the  fight 
Of  the  uncoverd  Godhead,  face  to  face  ? 
Seraphic  crowns  pay  homage  at  his  feet, 
And  her's  among!!  them  not  of  dimmer  ore, 
Nor  fet  with  meaner  gems  :    But  vain  ambition,  70 
And  emulation  vain,  and  fond  conceit, 
And  pride,  for  ever  banihYd,  flies  the  place, 
Curft  pride,  the  drefs  of  hell.     Tell  me,  Urania, 
How  her  joys  heighten,  and  her  golden  hours 
Circle  in  love.     O  ftamp  upon  my  foul  75 

Some  blifsful  image  of  the  fair  deceas'd 
To  call  my  paflions  and  my  eyes  afide 
From  the  dear  breathlefs  clay.     DiftrefTing  fight  ! 
I  lock,  and  mourn,  and  gaze  with  greedy  view 
u 
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Of  melancholy  tondnefs  :   Tears  bedewing  80 

That  form  (o  late  defir'd,  fo  late  belov'd, 
Now  loathfome  and  unlovely.     Bafe  difeafe, 
That    leagu'd  with    nature's  (harped  pains,    and 

ipoil'd 
So  fweet  a  ftrucuire  !  The  impoifoning  taint 
Q'erfpreads  the  building  wrought  with  (kill  divine, 
And  ruins  the  rich  temple  to  the  duft.  86 

Was  this  the  countenance,  where  the  world  ad- 

mir'd 
Features  of  wit  and  virtue  ?  This  the  face 
Where    love    triumph'd  i    and    beauty    on    thefe 

cheeks, 
As  on  a  throne,  beneath  her  radiant  eyes,  90 

eated  to  advantage  ;  mild,  ierene, 
Reflecting  rofy  light  ?   So  fits  the  fun 
(  Fair  eye  of  heaven  !)upon  a'crimfon  cloud 
Near  the  horizon,  and  with  gentle  ray 
Smiles  lovely  round  the  fky,  tili  rifing  fogs,         95 
Portending  night,  with  foul  and  heavy  wing, 
Involve  the  golden  ftar,  and  fink  him  down 
Opprefs'd  with  darknels 9S 

On  the  Death  of  an  aged  and  honoured 
Relative,  Mrs.  M.  W. 

I  KNOW  the  kindred  mind.     'Tis  (lie,  'tis  (he  j 
Among  the  heavenly  forms  I  fee 

The  kindred-mind  from  fle(hy  bondage  free  j 

O  how  unlike  a  thing  was  lately  feen 

Groaning  and  panting  on  the  bed,  5 

With  ghaftly  air,  and  languiflrd  head; 
Life  on  this  fide,  there  the  dead, 

While  the  decaying  flefli  lay  fhivering  between. 

Long  did  the  earthly  houfe  reftrain 
In  toilfome  flavery  that  ethereal  gueit;  jo 

Prifon'd  her  round  in  walls  of  pain, 
And  twiii  is  and  aches  with  her  chain  ; 

Till,  by  xhc  weight  of  numerous  1 
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The  earthly  houfe  began  to  reel, 
The  pillars  trembled,  and. the  building  fell  ;        15 
The  captive  foul  became  her  own  again  : 
Tir'd  with  the  forrowsand  the  cares, 

A  tedious  train  of  fourfcore  years : 

The  prifoner  fmil'd  to  be  releas'd, 
She  felt  her  fetters  loofe,  and  mounted  to  her  reft,  zo 

Gaze  on,  my  foul,  and  let  a  perfect  view 

Paint  her  idea  all  anew  ; 
'Rale  out  thofe  melancholy  fliapes  of  woe 
That  hang  around  the  memory,  and  becloud  it  fo. 
Come,  fancy,  come,  with  e  (fence's  refin'd,  25 

With  youthful  green,  and  fportlefs  white  ; 
Deep  be  the  tincture,  and  the  colours  bright 
T'exprefs  the  beauties  of  a  naked  mind. 

Provide  no  glooms  to  form  a  lhade  ; 
All  things  above  of  vary'd  light  are  made,  30 

Nor  can  the  heavenly  piece  require  a  mortal  aid. 
But  if  the  features,  too  divine, 
Beyond  the  pov.  er  of  .fancy  mine, 
Conceal   trf inimitable   ftrokes  behind  a  graceful 
fhrine. 
Defcribe  the  faint  from  head  to  feet,  35 

Make  all  the  lines  in  juft  proportion  meet : 
But  let  her  pofture  be 
Filling  a  chair  of  high  degree  ; 
Obferve  how  near  it  frauds  to  tlr almighty  feat. 

Paint  the  new  graces  of  her  eyes  ;  .  40 . 

Frefh  in  her  looks  let  fprightly  youth  arife, 
-    And  joys  unknown  below  the  fkies. 
Virtue  that  lives  conceal'd  below, 

And  to  the  breaft  connn'd. 
Sits  here  triumphant  on  the  brow,  45 

And  breaks  with  radiant  glories  through 
The  features  of  the  mind. 
Exprefs  her  paflion  Mill  the  fame, 

But  more  divinely  fweet  ; 
Love  has  an  everlafting  flame,  50 

And  makes  the  work  complete. 
u  2 
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The  painter  raufe,  with  glancing  eye, 

Obferv'd  a  manly  fpirit  high*, 
That  death  had  long  disjoined  : 

"  In  the  fair  tablet  they  fhall  frand  55 

*'  United  by  a  happier  band  :"  [mind. 

She  faid,  and  fixed  her  fight,  and  drew  the  manly 
Recount  the  years,  my  iong  (a  mournful  round  !) 

Since  lie  was  ken  on  earth  no  more  : 

He  fought  on  lower  feas  and  drown'd,  60 

But  victory  and  peace  he  found 
On  the  fupeiior  fhore. 
There  now  his  tuneful  breath  in  facred  fongs 
Employs  the  European  and  the  Eaftern  tongues. 

Let  th'awful  truncheon  and  the  flute,  65 

The  pencil  and  the  well-known  lute, 
Powerful  numbers,  charming  wit, 

And  every  art  and  fcience  meet, 
And  bring  their  laurels  to  his  hand,  or  lay  them  at 
his  feet. 

'Tis  done  !   What  beams  of  glory  fall  70 

(Rich  varnifh  of  immortal  arc) 

To  gild  the  bright  original ! 
'Tis  done.     The  mufe  has  now  perform'd  her  part. 
Bring  down  the  piece,  Urania,  from  above, 

And  let  my  honour  and  my  love,  75 

Drefs  it  with  chains  of  gold  to  hang  upon  my  heart, 

A  FUNERAL  POEM 

ON   THE  DEATH  OF   THOMAS   GUNSTON,   ESO^     r 
Prefented  to  the  Right  Km.  Lad)  .-'■:;:;.,  Ladj-myorefs  of  London. 

Madam, 

HAD  I  been  a  common  mourner  at  the  funeral  of  the  dear 
gentleman  deceafed,  1  mould  haw:  laboured  after  mure  of  art  in 
the  following  compofition,  to  in;  .ply  the  defed  of  nature,  and 

*  My  grandfather,  Mr.  Thomas  Watts ,  had  furh  acquaintance  with  the 
;  itkks,  painting,  raufic,  poefy,  &c,  a-  gave  him  confiderablecftecw 

drowned  in  Jus 
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to  feign  a  forrow;  but  the  uncommon  condefcenfion  of  his 
friendship  to  me,  the  inward  efteem  I  pay  his  memory,  and 
the  vaft  and  tender  fenfe  I  have  of  the  lofs,  make  all  the 
methods  of  art  needlefs,  whilil  natural  grief  fupplies  more 
than  all. 

I  had  refolved  to  lament  in  fighs  and  filence,  and  frequently 
the  too  ror  .   .  nt  the  importunity  was  not  to 

ed  ;  long  lines  of  forrou  1  pon  me  ere  I  was 

1  whilft  I  took  many  a  folitary  walk  in  the  garden  ad- 
joining to  his  feat  at  Nt -wington  j    nr.r  could   I  free  myfelf 
from  the  croud  of  melancholy  ideas.    Your  ladymip  will  find, 
bout  the  poem,  t!  and  unfinished  building 

which  he  had  juft  raifed  for  himfelf,  gave  almoft  all  the  turns 
iniing  to  my  thoughts;  for  I  purine  no  other  topics  of 
than  what  my  pafiion  and  my  fenfes  lead  me  to. 
The  poem  roves  as  my  eyes  and  grief  did,  from  one  part  of 
ric  to  the  other:  It  rifes  from  the  foundation,  falutes 
the  walls,  the  doors,  and  the  v  .  rops  a  tear  upon  the 

.  and  climbs  the  turret,  that  pleafant  retreat,  where  I  pre  - 

•  ed  my  felt  many  fweet  hours  of  his  conversation  ;  there  my 
long  wanders  amongft  the  delightful  fubjecls,  divine  and  moral, 
which  ufed  to  entertain  our  happy  leifure;  and  thence  defends 
■  -  :  fields  and. tht  ,  where  I  fo  often  enjoyed  his 
pleafing  difcourfe :  my  forrows  diffufe  themfelves  there  without 

■  :  J  had  quite  forgotten  ail  feheme  and  method  of  writing, 
till  I  correct  myfelf,   and  rife  to  the  turret  again,    to  lament 

•  it  defolate  feat     Now  if  the  critics  laugh  at  the  folly  of  the 

'or  talcing  too  much  notice  of  the  golden  ball,   let  them 

c  mfider  that  the  meaneft  thing  that  belonged  to  fo  valuable  a 

1  ftill  gave  fome  frefli  and  doleful  reflections  :    And  I 

ribe  nature  without  rule,  and  reprefent  friendihip  in  a 

bandoned  to  deepeft  forrow,  andwithaneg- 

oce  becoming  wee  unfeigned. 

H~J  1  defigned  a  complete  elegy,  Madam,  on  yonr  deareft 
r,  and  intended  it  for  public  view,  I  mould  have  followed 

•  ■  ufual  forms  of  poetry,  h  far  at  leaft,  as  to  fpend  fom<  pages 
in  the  character  ar.d  praLft  3  of  the  deceafed,  and  thence  have 

occafion  to  call  mankind  to  con. plain  aloud  ot  the  uni- 

ible  I0&:    But  I  wrote  merely  for  myfelf  as 

a  friend  of  the  dead,  and  to  e:rfc  my  full  foul  by^  breathing  out 

.n  complaints ;  I  knew  his  character  and  virtues  fo  well, 

•'  .'  there  was  no  need  to  mention  them  while  I  talked  only 

the  image  of  them  was  ever  prefent  whh  no«i 

u  5 
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which  kept  the  pain  at  the  heart  intenfc  and  lively,  and  my 

tears  flowing!  with  my  verfc. 

Perhaps  your  ladyihip  will  expect  fome  divine  thoughts  and 
facred  meditations,  mingled  with  a  fabject  fo  folcmn  as  this  is ; 
Had  1  formed  a  defign  of  offering  it  to  your  hands,  I  had  com- 
pofed  a  more  Chriftian  poem  j  but  it  was  grief  purely  natural 
for  a  death  fo  furpriiing  that  drew  all  the  ftrokes  of  it,  and 
ore  my  reflections  are  chit  flj  of  a  moral  (train.  Such  as 
it  is,  your  ladylhip  requires  a  copy  of  it;  but  let  it  not  touch 
your  foul  too  tenderly,  nor  renew  your  own  mournings.  Re- 
ceive it,  Madam,  as  an  offering  of  love  and  tears  at  the  tomb 
of  a  departed  friend,  and  let  it  abide  with  you  as  a  witnefs 
of  that  affectionate  refpect  and  honour  that  I  bore  him  ;  all 
which,  as  your  'Ladyihip's  moft  rightful  due,  both  by  merit 
and  by  fuefceffion,  is  now  humbly  offered,  by,  Madam, 
Your  Ladyfhip's  moll  hearty  and  obedient  fervant, 

I.   WATTS. 

To  the  dear  Memory  of  my  much  honoured  Friend, 
THOMAS  GUNSTON,    ESQ^ 

Who  died  November  II,  i;co, 
When  lifted  his  Seat  at  Ncwingtoa. 

Of  blaffed  hopes,  and  of  fhort  withering  joys, 
Sing,  heavenly  mufe.     Try  thine  ethereal  voice 
In  funeral  numbers  and  a  doleful  fong  ; 
Gunftqn  the  juft,  the  generous,   and  the  young, 
Gunfton,  the  friend,  is  dead.     O  empty  name       5 
Of  earthly  blifs  !   'Tis  all  an  airy  dream, 
AH  a  vain  thought!   Our  /baring  fancies  rife 
On  treacherous  wings  !  and  hopes  that  touch  the 

fides 
Drag  but  a  longer  ruin  thro'  the  downward  air, 
And  plunge  the  falling  joy  ftill  deeper  in  defpair.  10 

How  did  our  fouls  (land  flatter'd  and  prepared 
To  (bout  him  welcome  to  the  feat  he  rear'd! 
There  the  dear  man  mould  fee  his  hopes  complete, 
Smiling,    and  tailing  every  lawful  fweet 
That  peace  and  plenty  brings,  while  numerous  ysars. 
Circling,  delightful  play'd  around  the  fpheres : 
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Jfceyolving  funs  mould  ftill  renew  his  ftrength, 

And  draw   the  uncommon  thread  to  an  unufual 

length  : 
But  haily  fate  thrufts  her  dread  fheers  between, 
Cuts  the  young  life  off,  and  fhuts  up  the  fcene.    ;o 
Thus  airy  pleafure  dances  in  our  eyes, 
And  fpreads  Falfe  images  in  fair  difguife, 
T'allure  our  fouls,  till  jufl:  within  our  arms 
The  yifion  dies,  and  all  the  painted  charms 
Flee  quick  away  from  the  purfuing  fight,  25 

Till  they  are  loft  in  (hades,    and  mingle  with  the 
night. 
Mufe,  ftretch  thy  wings,  and  thy  fad  journey  bend 
To  the  fair  fabric  that  thy  dying  friend 
Built  namelefs  :  'twill  fuggeft  a  thoufand  things 
Mournful  and  foft  as  my  Urania  fings.  30 

How  did  he  lay  the  deep  foundations  ftrong, 
Marking  the  bounds,  and  rear  the  walls  along 
Solid  and  killing  1   there  a  numerous  train 
Or"  happy  Gunkons  might  in  pleafure  reign, 
While  nations  perifli,  and  long  ages  run,  35 

Nations  unborn,  and  ages  unbegun  : 
Not  time  itfelf  fhould  wafte  the  bleft  eftate, 
Nor  the  tenth  race  rebuild  the  ancient  feat. 
How  fond  our  fancies  are  !   The  founder  dies 
Childlefs;   his  fillers  weep  and  cloi'e  his  eyes,       40 
And  wait  upon  his  herfe  with  never-ceafing cries. 
Lofty  and  (low  it  moves  to  meet  the  tomb, 
While  weighty  forrows  nod  on  every  plume  ; 
A  thoufand  groans  his  dear  remains  convey 
To  his  cold  lodging  in  a  bed  of  clay,  45 

His  country's  facr-ed  tears  v.  ell-watering  all  the  way. 
See  the  dull  wheels  roll  on  the  fable  road  ; 
But  no  dear  fon  to  tread  the  mournful  load. 
And  fondly  kind  drop  his  young  forrows  there, 
The  father's  urn  bedewing  with  a  filial  tear.        jc 
O  had  he  left  us  one  behind,   to  play 
Wanton  about  the  painted  hall,   and  fay 
•'This  was  my  lather's,"  with  impatient  joy, 
In  my  fond  arms  I'd  clafp  the  fmiling  buy. 


I92  WATTS'S    POKMS. 

And  call  him  my  young  friend  :   but  awful  fate  55 
Defign'd  the  mighty  llroke,  as  hitting  as  'twas  great. 
And  muft  this  building  then,  this  coftly  frame, 
Stand  here  for  ftrangers  ?  Muft  fome  unknown  name 
Poflefs  theft  rooms,  the  labours  of  my  friend  t 
Why  were  thefe  walls  rais'd  for  this  haplefsend  ?  60 
Why  thefe  apartments  all  adorn'd  fo  gay  ? 
Why  his  rich  fancy  lavifh'd  thus  away  ? 
Mufe,  view  the  paintings,  how  the  hovering  light 
Plays  o'er  the  colours  in  a  wanton  flight, 
And  mingled  fhades  wrought  in  by  f'oft  degrees,  65 
Give  a  fweet  foil  to  all  the  charming  piece. 
But  night,  eternal  night,  hangs  black  around 
The  difmal  chambers  of  the  hollow  ground, 
And  folid  (hades  unmingled  round  his  bed 
Stand  hideous  :  earthly  fogs  embrace  his  head,  7© 
And  noifome  vapours  glide  along  his  face, 
Rifing  perpetual !     Mufe,  forfake  the  place, 
Flee  the  raw  damps  of  the  unwholefome  clay, 
Look  to  his  airy  fpacious  hall,  and  fay, 
"  How  has  he  chang'd  it  for  a  lonefome  cave,    75 
<c  Confin'd  and  crowded  in  a  narrow  grave  !*• 

Th'unhappy  houfe  looks  defolate  and  mourns, 
And  every  door  groans  doleful  as  it  turns; 
The  pillars  languifh  ;   and  each  lofty  wall, 
Stately  in  grief,  laments  the  matter's  fall,  80 

Tn  drops  of  briny  dew  ;   the  fabric  bears 
His  faint  refemblance,    and  renews  my  tears. 
Solid  and  fquare  it  rifes  from  below  : 
A  noble  air,  without  a  gaudy  (how, 
Reigns  through  the  model,  and  adorns  the  whole,  8  5 
Manly  and  plain.     Such  was  the  builder's  foul. 

O  how  I  love  to  view  the  ftately  frame, 
That  dear  memorial  of  the  belt  lov'd  name ! 
Then  could  I  wifli  for  fome  prodigious  cave 
Vaft  as  his  feat,  and  filent  as  his  grave,  90 

Where  the  tall  fhades  ftretch  to  the  hideous  roof, 
Forbid  the  day,  and  guard  the  funbeams  off; 
Thither,  my  willing  feet,  fhould  ye  be  drawn 
At  the  grey  twilight,  and  the  early  dawn. 
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There,  fweetly  fad,  mould  myfoft  minutes  roil, 
Numbering  the  forrows  of  my  drooping  fool. 
But  thefe  are  airy  thoughts!   fubftantial  grief 
Grows  by  thofe  objects  that  fliould  yield  relief; 
Fond  of  my  woes,  I  heave  my  eyes  around, 
My  grief  from  every  profpecl  courts  a  wound  ;    100 
Views  the  green  gardens,  views  the  fmiling  fkies, 
Still  my  heart  finks,  and  (till  my  cares  arife  ; 
My  wandering  feet  round  the  fair  manfion  rove, 
And  there  to  foothe  my  forrows  I  indulge  my  love. 
Oft  have  I  laid  the  awful  Calvin  by,  105 

And  the  fweet  Cowley,  with  impatient  eye 
To  fee  thofe  walls,  pay  the  fad  vifit  there, 
And  drop  the  tribute  of  an  hourly  tear  : 
Still  I  behold  fome  melancholy  fcene, 
With  many  a  peafive  thought,   and  many  a  figh 

between.  no 

Two  days  ago,  we  took  the  evening  air, 
I,  and  my  grief,  and  my  Urania,  there ; 
Say,  my  Urania,  how  the  weftern  fun 
Broke  from  black  clouds,  and  in  full  glory  (hone, 
Gilding  the  roof,  then  dropt  into  the  fea,  1 1 5 

And  fudden  night  devour'd  the  fweet  remains  of 

day; 
Thus  the  bright  youth  juft  rear'd  his  fhining  head 
From  obfeure  (hades  of  life,  and  funk  among  the 

dead. 
The  rifing  fun,  adorn'd  with  all  his  light, 
Smiles  on  thefe  walls  again  :   but  endlefs  night    1 29 
Reigns  uncontroll'd  where  the  dear  Gunfton  lies  ; 
lie's  let  for  ever,  and  miift  never  rife. 
Then  why  thefe  beams,  unfeafonable  (tar, 
Thefe  lightfome  fmiles  defcending  from  afar, 
To  greet  a  mourning  houfe  ?   In  vain  the  day        1 2  5 
Breaks  through  the  windows  with  a  joyful  ray, 
And  marks  a  Paining  path  along  the  floors 
Bounding  the  evening  and  the  morning  hours  ; 
In  vain  it  bounds  them  ;  while  vaft  emptinefs 
And  hollow  filence  reigns  through  all  the  place,  130 
'tsor  heeds  th*  cheerful  change  of  nature's  face. 
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Yet  nature's  wheels  will  on  without  control, 
The  fun  will  rife,  the  tuneful  fpheres  will  roll, 
And  the  two  mighty  Bears  walk  round  and  watch 

the  pole. 
See  while  1  fpeak,  high  on  her  fable  wheel       135 
Old  night  advancing  climbs  the  eaftern  hill  : 
Troops  of  dark  clouds  prepare  her  way  ;  behold, 
How  their  brown  pinions,  edg'd  with  evening  gold, 
Spread  fhadowing  o'er  the  houfe,  and  glide  away, 
Slowly  purfuing  the  declining  day  ;  140 

O'er  the  broad  roof  they  fly  their  circuit  ftill, 
Thus  days  before  they  did,  and  days  to  come  they 

will ; 
But  the  black  cloud  that  fhadows  o'er  his  eyes, 
Hangs  there  immoveable,  and  never  flics  : 
Fain  would  I  bid  the  envious  gloom  be  gone  ;    145 
Ah  fruitlefs  wifh!  how  are  his  curtains  drawn 
For  a  long  evening  that  defpairs  of  dawn  ! 

Mufe,  view  the  turret  :  juft  beneath  the  ikies 
Lonefome  it  (lands,  and  fixes  my  fad  eyes, 
As  it  would  afk  a  tear.     O  facred  feat,  1,50 

Sacred  to  friendship  !   O  divine  retreat ! 
Here  did  I  hope  my  happy  hours  femploy, 
And  fed  beforehand  on  the  promis'd  joy, 
When,  weary  of  the  noify  town,  my  friend, 
From  mortal  cares  retiring,  fliould  afcend,         155 
And  lead  me  thither.     We  alone  would  /it 
Free  and  fecure  of  all  intruding  feet  : 
Our  thoughts  would  ftretch  their  longed  wings, 

and  rife, 
Nor  bound  their  foarings  by  the  lower  nVies  : 
Our  tongues  mould  aim  at  everlafting  themes,     160 
And  fpeak  what  mortals  dare,  of  all  the  names 
Of  boundlefs  joys  and  glories,  thrones  and  feats 
Built  high  in  heaven  for  fouls  :    We'd  trace  the 

iftreets 
Of  golden  pavement,  walk  each  blifsful  field, 
And  climb  and  tafte  the  fruits  the  fpicy  mountains 

yield  j  165 
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Then  would  we  fv,  ear  to  keep  the  facred  road, 
And  walk  right  upwards  to  that  bleft  abode  : 
We'd  charge  our  parting  fpirits  there  to  meet, 
Th©€,  hand  in  hand,  approach  th'almighty  feat, 
And  bend  our  heads  adoring  at  our  Maker's  feet.  170 
Thus  should  we  mount  on  bold  adventurous  wings 
In  high  diicourfe,  and  dwell  on  heavenly  things, 
While  the  pleas'd  hours  in  fweet  fueceffion  move, 
And  minutes  meafur'd,  as  they  are  above, 
By  ever-circling  joys,  and  ever-mining  love.         175 
Anon  our  thoughts  fnouldlow'r  their  lofty  flight, 
Sink  by  degrees,  and  take  a  pleafing  fight, 
A  large  round  profpecl:  of  the  fpreading  plain, 
The  wealthy  river,  and  his  winding  train, 
The  fmoky  city,  and  the  bufy  men.  1S0 

How  we  ihould  (mile  to  fee  degenerate  worms 
Lavifti  their  lives,  and  fight  for  airy  forms 
Of  painted  honours,  dreams  of  every  found 
Till  envy  rife,  and  fhoot  a  fecond  wound 
At  (welling  glory,  ftrait  the  bubble  breaks,       185 
And  the  fcenes  vanifh,  as  the  man  awakes ; 
Then  the  tail  titles,  infolent  and  proud, 
Sink  to  the  duft,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

Man  is  a  reliefs  thing  :   Still  vain  and  wild, 
Lives  beyond  fixty,  nor  outgrows  the  child  :      190 
His  hurrying  lufts  (till  break  the  facred  bound 
To  feek  new  pleafures  on  forbidden  ground, 
And  buy  them  all  too  dear.     Unthinking  fool, 
For  a  fhort  dying  joy  to  fell  a  deathlefs  foul ! 
*Tis  but  a  grain  of  fweetnefs  they  can  fow,         195 
And  reap  the  long  fad  harveff  of  immortal  woe, 

Another  tribe  toil  in  a  different  ftrife, 
And  banifh  all  the  lawful  fweets  of  life, 
To  fweat  and  dig  for  gold,  to  hoard  the  ore, 
Hide  the  dear  duff,  yet  darker  than  before,  200 

And  never  dare  to  life  a  grain  of  all  the  ftore. 
Happy  the  man  that  knows  the  value  juft 
Of  earthly  things,  nor  is  enflav'd  to  duft. 
'Tis  a  rich  gift  the  ikies  but  rarely  fend 
1 0  favourite  fouls.     Then  happy  thou,  my  friend^ 
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For  thou  hadft  learnt  to  manage  and  command    xor> 
The   wealth    that    heaven   beftow'd   with    liberal 

hand  : 
Hence  this  fair  ftrudhire  rofe  ;  and  hence  this  feat 
Made  to  invite  my  not  unwilling  feet  : 
In  vain  'twas  made  !   for  we  Hi  all  never  meet,    210 
And  fmile,  and  love,  and  blefs  each  other  here  ; 
The  envious  tomb  forbids  thy  face  f  appear, 
Detains  thee,  Gunfton,  from  my  longing  eyes, 
And  all  my  hopes  lie  buried,  where  my  Gunfton 
lies. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  tendered  fouls,  that  know2i5 
The  heights  of  fondnefs  and  the  depths  of  woe, 
Young    mothers,    who  your  darling    babes    have 

found 
Untimely  mitrder'd  with  a  ghaftly  wound  ; 
Ye  frighted  nymphs,  who  on  a  bridal  bed 
Clafp'd  in  your  arms  your  lover  cold  and  dead,  220 
Come  ;   in  the  pomp  of  all  your  wild  defpair, 
With  flowing  eyelids,  and  diforder'd  hair, 
Death  in  your  looks  ;   come,  mingle  grief  with  me, 
And  drown  your  little  ftreams  in  my  unbounded 
fea. 
You  faered  mourners  of  a  nobler  mould,         225 
Born  for  a  friend,  whole  dear  embraces  hold 
Beyond  all  nature's  ties  ;  yon  that  have  known 
Two  happy  fouls  made  intimately  one, 
And  felt  a  parting  ftroke  :  'Tis  you  liuift  tell 
1  he  fmart,  the  twinges,  and  the  racks  I  feel  :    230 
1  his  foul  of  mine  that  dreadful  wound  has  borne, 
Off  from  its  fide  its  deareft  half  is  torn, 
The  1  eft  lies  bleeding,  and  but  lives  to  mourn. 
Oh  infinite  diftrefs  !   fuch  raging  grief 
Should  command  pity,  and  fpare  relief.  1  "j  5 

Paiuon,  methinks,  mould  rife  from  all  my  groans, 
Give  fenfe  to  rocks,  and  fympathy  to  ftones. 
Ye  dufky  woods  and  echoing  hills  around, 
Repeat  my  cries  with  a  perpetual  found  : 
Be  all  ye  flowery  vales  with  thorns  o'ergrown,  240 
Atlift  my  forrows,  and  declare  ycur  own  ; 
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Alas  I  your  lord  is  dead.     The  humble  plain 
Mult  ne'er  receive  his  courteous  feet  again: 
Mourn,  ye  gay  fmiling  meadows,  and  be  feen 
In  wintery  robes,  inftead  of  youthful  green  ;       245 
And  bid  the  brook  that  (till  runs  warbling  by, 
Move  filent  on,  and  weep  his  ufelefs  channel  dry. 
Hither  methffiks  the  lowing  herd  mould  come,  , 
And  moaning  turtles  murmur  o'er  his  tomb  ; 
The  oak  mail  wither,  and  the  curling  vine         250 

p  his  young  life  out,  while  his  arms  untwine 
Their  amorous  folds,  and  mix  his  bleeding  foul 

with  mine. 
Ye  ftately  elms,  in  your  long  order  mourn  *  ; 
Scri;>  off  your  pride  to  drefs  your  maker's  urn  : 
Here  gently  drop  your  leaves  inftead  of  tears  :  255 
Ye  elms,  rhe  reverend  growth  of  ancient  years, 
Stand  rail  and  naked  to  the  bluftering  rage 

..  mad  winds  ;   thus  it  becomes  your  age 
your  forrows.     Often  ye  have  feen 
Our  heads  reclin'd  upon  the  riling  green  ;  260 

Beneath  your  facred  made  diffus'd  we  lay, 
Here  friendfhip  reign'd  with  an  unbounded  fway. 
Hither  our  fouls  their  conftant  offerings  brought, 
The  burthens  of  the  bread,   and  labours  of  the 

thought ; 
Our  opening  bofomson  the  confeious  ground       265 
Spread  all  the  foi  rows  and  the  joys  we  found, 
And  mingled  every  care  ;    nor  was  it  known 
Which  of  the  pains  and  pleafures  were  our  own  : 
Then  with  an  equal  hand  and  honelt  foul 

hare  the  heap,  yet  both  poflefs  the  whole,  270 
And  ail  the  paflions there  thro'both  our  bofoms roll. 
By  turns  we  comfort,  and  by  turns  complain, 
And  bear  and  eafe  by  turns  the  fympathy  of  pain. 
Friendfhip  !  my  fterious  thing,  what  magic  powers 
Support  thy  fway,  and  charm  thefe  minds  of  our's  ? 
Bound  to  thy  foot,  we  boaft  our  birthright  ftill,  276 
And  dream  of  freedom,  when  we've  loft  our  will, 

*  There  was  a  long  row  of  tp.il  elms  then  (lauding,  where,  fome  years 
the  lower  garden  was  1 .. 

X 
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And  chang'd  away  our  fouls  :   at  thy  command, 
We  (hatch  new  miferies  from  a  foreign  hand, 
To  call  them  our's  ;  and,  thoughtlefs  of  our  eafe, 
Plague  the  dear  felf  that  we  were  born  to  pleafe. 
Thou  tyrannefs  of  minds,  whofe  cruel  throne 
Heap  on  poor  mortals  forrows  not  their  own  ;     • 
As  though  our  mother  nature  could  no  more 
Find  woes  fufficient  for  each  fon  flie  bore,  285 

Priendftiip  divides  the  fliares,  and  lengthens  out  the 

(iore. 
Yet  we  are  found  of  thine  imperious  reign, 
Proud  of  thy  ilavery,  wanton  in  our  pain, 
And  chide  the  courteous  hand  when  death  diflblves 

the  chain. 
Virtue,  forgive  the  thought  !  the  raving  mufe, 
Wild  and  defpairing,  knows  nqt  what  ihe  does, 
Grows  mad  in  grief,  and  in  her  favage  hours 
Affronts  the  name  flie  loves  and  fhe  adores. 
She  is  thy  votarefs  too  ;   and  at  thy  Amine, 
O  facred  firiendfhip,  ofter'd  fongs  divine,  295 

While   Gunfton  lived,    and  both  our  fouls  were 

thine. 
Here  to  thefe  fhades,  at  folemn  hours,  we  came, 
To  pay  devotion  with  a  mutual  flame, 
Partners  in  blifs.     Sweet  luxury  of  the  mind  ! 
And  fweet  the  aids  of  fenfe  :   Each  ruder  \vind300 
Slept  in  its  caverns,  while  an  evening  breeze 
Fann'd  the  leaves  gently,  fporting  thro'  the  trees  : 
The  linnet  and  the  lark  their  vefpers  fung, 
And  clouds  of  crimfon  o'er  th'horizon  hung  ; 
The  flow  declining  fun,  with  Hoping  wheels       395 
Sunk  down  the  golden  day  behind  the  wefrern  hills. 

Mourn,  ye  gardens,  ye  unfiniih'd  gates, 
Ye  green  inelofures  and  ye  growing  fweets, 
Lament  ;   for  ye  our  midnight  hours  have  known, 
And  watch'd  us  walking  by  the  filcnt  moon,      310 
In  conference  divine,   while  heavenly  fire 
Kindling  our  breads  did  all  our  thoughts  infpire 
With  joys  almojft  immortal  ;  then  our  zeal 
Blaz'd  and  burnt  high  to  reach  th'etherial  hill. 
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And  love  refiVd,  like  that  above  the  poles, 
Threw  both  our  arms  round  one  anothers'  fouls 
In  rapture,  and  embraces.     Oh  forbear, 
Forbear,  my  fong  !   this  is  too  much  to  hear, 
Too  dreadful  to  repeat  ;   fuch  joys  as  thefe  ' 
Fled  from  the  earth  forever! —  320 

Oh  for  a  general  grief!    let  all  things  mare 
Our  woes  that  know  our  loves :  The  neighbouring 

air, 
Let  it  be  laden  with  immortal  fighs, 
And  tell  the  gales,  that  every  breath  that  flies 
Over  thefe  fields  mould  murmur  and  complain, 325 
And  kifs  the  fading  grafs,  and  propagate  the  pain. 
Weep  all  ye  buildings,  and  the  groves  around 
For  ever  weep  :   this  is  an  endlefs  wound, 
Vaft  and  incurable.     Ye  buildings  knew 
His  liiver  tongue,  ye  groves  have  heard  it  too  :   230 
At  that  dear  found  no  more  mail  ye  rejoice, 
And  I  no  more  muft  hear  the  charming  voice  : 
Woe  to  my  drooping  foul !   that  heavenly  breath, 
That  could  fpeak  life,  lies  now  congeal'd  in  death, 
While  on  his  folded  lips,  all  cold  and  pale,        335 
Eternal  chains  and  heavy  filence  dwell. 

Yet  my  fond  hope  would  hear  him  fpeak  again, 
Once  more  at  leaft,  once  more,  and  then 
Gunilon  aloud  I  call.    In  vain  I  cry 
Gunfton  aloud  ;  for  he  muft  ne'er  reply.  340 

In  vain  I  mourn,  and  drop  thefe  funeral  tears, 
Death  and  the  grave  have  neither  eyes  nor  ears  : 
Wandering  I  tune  my  forrows  to  the  groves, 
And  vent  my  fwelling  griefs,  and  tell  the  winds  our 

loves;  [not: 

While  the  dear  youth  deeps  fait,  and  hears  them 
He  hath  forgot  me  :  In  the  lonefome  vault,  346 
Mindlefs  of  Watts  and  friendship,  cold  he  lies 

Deaf  and  unthinking  clay 

But  whither  am  I  led  ?  This  artlefs  grief 
Hurries  the  mufe  on,  obftinaie  and  i}>^{  350 

To  all  the  nicer  rules,  and  bears  her  down 
From  the  tall  fabric  to  the  neighbouring  ground  : 
x  2 
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The  pleafing  hours,  the  happy  moments  pad 

In  t'hefe  fweet  fields  reviving  on  my  tade 

Snatch  me  away,  refidlefs,  with  impetuous  hade. 

Spread  thy  ftrong  pinions  once  again,  my  long,  356 

And  reach  the  turret  thon  haft  left  fo  long  : 

O'-er  the  wide  roof  its  lofty  head  it  rears, 

Long  waiting  our  converfe  ;   but  only  hears 

The  noify  tumults  of  the  realms  on  high  ;  360 

The  winds  falute  it  whittling  as  they  fly, 

Or  jarring  round  the  windows  ;  rattling  fhowers 

Lafh  the  fair  fides ;  above,  loud  thunder  roars  ; 

But  Mill  the  mailer  fleeps  ;  nor  hears  the  voice 

Of  facred  friendfhip,  nor  the  tempeft's  noile  :    365 

An  iron  dumber  fits  on  every  fenfe, 

In  vain  the  heavenly  thunders  drive  to  roufe  it 

thence. 
One  labour  more,  my  mufe,  the  golden  fphere 
Seems  to  demand  :   See  through  the  duiky  air 
Downward  it  mines  upon  the  rifing  moon  ;  370 

And  as  (he  labours  up  to  reach  her  noon, 
Purfues  her  orb  with  repercudive  light, 
And  dreaming  gold   repays   the  paler   beams  of 

night : 
But  not  one  ray  can  reach  the  darkfome  grave, 
Or  pierce  the  folid  gloom  that  fills  the  cave       375 
Where  Gundon  dwells  in  death.    Behold,  it  flames 
Like  fome  new  meteor  with  diftufive  beams 
Through  the  midheaven,  and  overcomes  the  ftars  ; 
"  So  dunes  thy  Gunfron'sfoul  above  the  fpheres," 
Raphael  replies,  and  wipes  away  my  tears.         380- 
"  We  faw  the  fledi  fink  down  with  clofing  eyes, 
"  We  heard  thy  grief  fhriek  out,  He  dies  !  He  dies  i 
"  Miftakeh  grief!   to  call  the  flefh  the  friend  ! 
M  On  our  fair  wings  did  the  bright  youth  afceiid, 
"  All  heaven  embrae'd  him  with  immortal  lovesSj 
"  And  fung  his  welcome  to  the  courts  above, 
"  Gentle  Ithuriel  led  him  round  the  Ikies, 
*«  The  buildings  ftruck  him  with  immenfe  furprife  ; 
41  The  fpires  all  radiant,  and  the  manfions bright, 
6i  The  roof  high-vaulted  with  ethereal  light ;     393 
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,f  Beauty  and  firength  on  the  tall  bulwarks  fate 
"  In  heavenly  diamonds  ;  and  tor  every  gate, 
"  On  golden  hinge?,  abroad  ruby  turns, 
"  Griards  off  the  foe,  and  as  it  moves  it  burns; 
"  Millions  of  glories  reign  through  every  part  : 
"  Infinite  power,  and  uncreated  art,  396 

"  Stand  here  difplay'd,  and  to  the  ibangers  (how 
"  How  it  outfliines  the  nob  left  feats  below, 
11  The  ftranger  fed  his  gazing  powers  awhile 
'•  Tranfported  :  Then  with  a  regardlefs  ("mile, 
"  Glanc'd  his  eye  downward  thro'  the  cryftal  floor, 
iC  And  took  eternal  leave  of  what  he  built  before." 

Now,  fair  Urania,  leave  the  doleful  (train  : 
Raphael  commands  :  Aflume  thy  joys  again. 
In  everlafting  numbers  fing,  and  fay,  [day  ; 

"  Gunfton  has  inov'd  his  dwelling  to  the  realms  of 
"  Gunfton  the    friend   lives   ftill  ;    and  give   thy 
groans  away."  407 

TO  MR.  ARTHUR  SHALLET, 

,X7.      .1       0.  MERCHANT. 

Worthy  Sir, 

I  HE  fubjecl  of  the  following  elegy  was  high  in  your  eft-em, 
and  enjoyed  a  large  (hare  of  your  affections.     Scarce  doth  his 
memory  need  the  aiiiitance  of  the  mule  to  make  it  perp 
but  when  (he  can  at  once  pay  her  honours  to  the  venerable  dead, 
and  by  this  addrefs  acknowledge  the  favours  (he  has   n 
from  the  living,  it  is  a  double  pleafure  to,  Sir, 
Your  obliged  humble  fei 

I.  Watts. 
TO  THE  MEMORY   OF 

THE  REV.  MR.  THOMAS  GOUGE, 

Who  died  Jan.  bth,   iCyy-1700. 

Y  E  virgin  fouls,  whofe  fweet  complaint 

Could  teach  Euphrates^*  not  to  fluw, 
Could  Sion's  ruin  fo  divinely  paint, 
Array'd  in  beauty  and  in  woe  : 
Awake,  ye  virgin  fouls,  to  mourn,  5 

And  with  your  tuneful  forrowsdrefs  a  prophet's  urn, 
*  Pf.il.  exxxvii.    Lament,  i.  2,  3. 
X  3 
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O  could  my  lips  or  flowing  eyes 
But  imitate  fuch  charming  grief, 
I'd  teach  the  feas,  and  teach  the  ikies, 
Wailing,  and  lobs,  and  fympathies,  to 

Nor  mould  the  rtones  or  rocks  be  deaf; 
Rocks  lliall  have  eyes,  and  ftones  have  ears, 
While  Gouge's  deatli  is  mourn'd  in  melody  and 
tears. 

Heaven  was  impatient  of  our  crimes, 
And  lent  his  minifter  of  death  15 

To  fcourge  the  bold  rebellion  of  the  times, 
And  to  demand  our  prophet's  breath  ; 
He  came  commimon'd  for  the  fates 
Of  awful  Mead,  and  charming  Bates  ; 
There  he  eflay'd  the  vengeance  firft,  20 

Then  took  a  difraal  aim,  and  brought  great  Gouge 
to  dull. 

Gccat  Gouge  to  duft  !   how  doleful  is  the  found  ! 

How  vaft  the  ltroke  is  !   and  how  wide  the  wound  ! 
Oh  painful  ftroke  !   diitrefilng  death  ! 

A  wound  unmcafurably  wide  :  25 

No  vulgar  mortal  dy\l 
When  he  refign'd  his  breath. 
The  mule  that  mourns  a  nation's  fall, 
Should  wait  at  Gouge's  funeral, 
Should  mingle  m'ajefty  and  groans,  30 

Such  as  ftie  rings  to  finking  thrones, 
And  in  deep  founding  numbers  tell, 

How  Sion  trembled,  when  this  pillar  fell. 
Sion  grows  weak,  and  England  poor, 
Nature  herfelf,  with  all  her  ftore,  35 

Can  furniih  fuch  a  pomp  for  death  no  more. 

j  he  reverend  man  let  all  things  moan  j 
Sure  he  was  fome  ethcrial  mind, 
Fated  in  Hefh  to  be  confin'd, 
And  order'd  to  be  born.  40 

His  foul  was  of  th'angelic  frame, 
The  fame  ingredients,  and  the  mould  the  fame, 
When  the  Creator  niukes  a  minifter  of  flame, 
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He  was  all  form'd  of  heavenly  things, 
Mortals,  believe  what  my  Urania  fii  45 

For  Ihe  Juir>  feeft  him  rife  upon  hib  flamy  wings. 

How  would  he  mount,  how  would  he  tiy 
lp  through  the  ocean  of  the  iky, 

Tow'rd  the  celeftial  coaft! 
With  what  amazing  fwiftnefs  foar  50 

Till  earth's  dark  hall  was  feen  no  more, 
And  all  its  mountains  loft! 
Scarce  could  the  mufe  purfue  him  with  her  fight: 
But,  angels,  you  can  tell, 
For  oft  you  met  his  wonderous  flight,  55 

And  knew  the  ftranger  well  ; 
,  how  he  paft  the  radiant  fpheres. 
An  J  vifited  your  happy  feats, 
And  trae'd  the  well-known  turnings  of  the  golden 
ftreets, 
And  walk'd  among  the  ftars.  60 

Tell  how  he  climed  the  everlafting  hills, 
Surveying  all  the  realms  above, 

on  a  ftroog-wing'd  faith,   and  on  the  fiery 
Of  an  immortal  love.  [wheels 

•Twas  there  he  took  a  glorious  light  65 

Of  the  inheritance  of  faints  in  light, 
And  read  their  title  in  their  Saviour's  right. 
J  low  oft  the  humble  fcholar  came, 
And  to  your  fongs  he  rais'd  liis  eaj 
Tq  learn  th'unuttcrablc  name,  70 

To  view  th'eternal  bafe  that  bears 
The  new  creation's  frame. 

The  countenance  of  God  he  faw, 
Full  of  mercy  ;   full  of  awe, 
The  glories  of  his  power,  and  glories  of  his  grace  : 
There  he  beheld  the  wonderous  fprings  76 

Of  thofe  celeftial  facred  things, 
The  peaceful  gofpel,  and  the  fiery  law 

In  that  majefnc  face. 
That  face  did  all  his  gazing  powers  employ,       80 
With  mofl  profound  abatement  and  exalted  joy, 
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The  rolls  of  fate  were  half  unfeal'd, 

He  frood  adoring  by  ; 
The  volume  open'd  to  his  eye, 
And  fweet  intelligence  he  held  85 

With  all  his  mining  kindred  of  the  fky. 

Ye  feraphs,  that  furround  the  throne, 
Tell  how  his  name  was  through  the  palace  known, 
How  warm  your  zeal  was,  and  how  like  your  own  : 
Speak  it  aloud,  let  half  the  nation  hear,  90 

And  bold  blafphemers  flirink  and  fear  f  : 
Impudent  tongues  !  to  blafl  a  prophet's  name  ! 
The  poifon  lure  was  fetch'd  from  hell, 

Where  the  old  blafphemers  dwell,  9X 

To  taint  the  pureft  dull,  and  blot  the  whiteft  fame  ! 
Impudent  tongues  !    You  fhall  be  darted  through, 

Nail'd  to  your  own  black  mouths,  and  lie 

Ufelefs  and  dead  till  flander  die, 
Till  flander  die  with  you. 

il  We  law  him,"  faid  th'etherial  throng,         100 
*<  We  faw  his  warm  devotions  rife, 
**  We  heard  the  fervour  of  his  cries, 
"  And  mix'd  his  praifes  with  our  fong  : 
ft  We  knew  the  fecret  flights  of  his  retiring  hours, 
"  Nightly  he  wak'd  his  inward  powers,       105 
"  Young  Ifrael  rofe  to  wreltle  with  his  God, 
"And  with  unconquer'd  force  fcal'd  the  celeftial 

"towers, 
•■  To  reach  the  ble  fling  down  for  thofe  that  fought 
"  his  blood. 
"  Oft  we  beheld  the  thunderer's  hand 
"  Rais'd  high  to  crufh  the  factious  foe  ;  no 

"  And  oft  we  faw  the  rolling  vengeance  itand 

"  Doubtful  t'obey  the  dread  Command, 
M  While  his  afcending  prayer  upheld  the  falling 
"blow.1' 

Draw  the  paft  fcenes  of  thy  delight, 
My  mufe,  and  bring  the  wondrous  man  to  fight.  1 15 
Place  him  furrounded  as  he  flood 

f  Though  Jicwa..  fo  great  ar.d  gcod  a  man,  he  did  netefcape  cenfurc. 
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With  pious  crowds,  while  from  his  tongue 
A  liream  of  harmony  ran  foft  along, 
And  every  ear  drank  in  the  flowing  good  : 

fety  it  ran  it-:  filver  way,  120 

Till  warm  devotion  rais'd  the  current  ftrong  ; 
>  fervid  zeal  on  the  fweet  dejuge  rode, 
Life,  love,  and  glory,  grace  and  joy, 
Divinely  roll'd,  promiscuous,  on  the  torrent-flood, 
And  bore  our  rapturM   lenfe  away,   and  thoughts 
and  fouls  to  God.  125 

O  might  we  dwell  for  ever  there  1 
No  more  return  to  breathe  this  grofler  air, 
This  atmofphere  of  fin,  calamity,  and  care. 

But  heavenly  fcenes  foon  leave  the  light 

While  we  belong  to  clay,  IJO 

Pailions  of  terror  and  delight, 
Demand  alternate  fway. 
Behold  the  man,  whofe  awful  voice 
Could  well  proclaim  the  fiery  law, 
Kindle  the  flames  that  Mofes  law,  135 

And  fwell  the  trumpet's  warlike  noife. 
He  (lands  the  herald  of  the  threatning  fkies, 
J.o,  on  his  reverend  brow  the  frowns  divinely  rife, 
All  Sinai's  thunder  on  his  tongue,  and  lightning  in 
his  e\  »s. 

Round  the  high  roof  the  curfes  flew,  140 

DilHnguiihing  each  guilty  head, 
Far  from  th'unequal  war  the  atheift  fled, 

His  kindled  arrows  llill  purine, 

arrows  (Irike  the  atheift  through, 
And  o'er  his  inmoft  powers  a   fhuddering  horror 
fpread,  145 

The  marble  heart  groans  with  an  inward  wound  ; 

Blafpheming  fouls  of  hardeivd  fteel 
Shriek  out  aniaz'd  at  the  em  w  pangs  they  feel, 

And  dread  the  echoes  of  the  found. 
'1  lie  lofty  wretch,  arm'd  and  array 'd  150 

In  gaudy  pride,  link-,  down  his  impious  head, 

esindark  defpair,  andmingles  with  the  dead. 
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Now,  mufe,  allume  a  fofter  drain, 

Now  foothe  the  Tinner's  raging  fmart, 

Borrow  of  Gouge  the  wonderous  art  155 

To  calm  the  forging  confcience,   and  aflwage  the 

He  from  a  bleeding  God  derives  [pain  \ 

Life  for  the  fouls  that  guilt  had  flain, 

And  firaight  the  dying  rebel  lives, 

The  dead  arife  again  ;  160 

The  opening  fkies  almoft  obey 

His  powerful  fong  ;  a  heavenly  ray 
Awakes  defpair  to  light,  and  fheds  a  cheerful  day, 

His  wondrous  voice  rolls  back  the  fpheres, 

Recals  the  fcenes  of  ancient  years,  165 

To  make  the  Saviour  known  ; 

Sweetly  the  flying  charmer  roves 
Through  all  his  labours  and  his  loves, 
The  anguifh  of  his  crofs,  and  triumphs  of  his 
throne. 

Come,  he  invites  our  feet  to  try  170 

The  fteep  afcent  of  Calvary, 
And  lets  the  fatal  tree  before  our  eye  : 

See  here  celeftial  forrow  reigns  : 

Rude  nails  and  ragged  thorns  lie  by, 
Ting'd  with  the  crimfon  of  redeeming  veins.     175 
In  wonderous  words,  he  fung  the  vital  flood 
Where  all  our  fins  were  drown'd, 

Words  fit  to  heal  and  fit  to  wound, 
Sharp  as  the  fpear,  and  balmy  as  the  blood. 

In  liis  difcourfe  divine  180  . 

Afrefh  the  purple  fountain  flow'd  ; 
Our  falling  tears  kept  fympathetic  time, 
And  trickled  to  the  ground, 

While  every  accent  gave  a  doleful  found, 
Sad  as  the  breaking  heartftrings  of  th'expiring  God. 

Down  to  the  manfions  of  the  dead,  186 

With  trembling  joy,  our  fouls  are  led, 
The  captives  of  his  tongue  ; 
There   the  dear  prince  of  light  reclines  his  head 
Darknefs  and  fhades  among.  190 
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With  pleating  horror  we  furvey 

The  caverns  of  the  tomb, 
Where  the  belov'd  Redeemer  lay, 

And  (hed  a  fweet  perfume. 
J  lark,  the  old  earthquake  roars  again  195 

In  Gouge's  voice,  and  breaks  the  chain 
Of  heavy  death,  and  rends  the  tombs  : 
The  riling  God  !    he  comes,  he  comes, 
With  throngs  of  waking  faints,  a  long  triumphing 
train. 

See  the  bright  fquadrons  of  the  fky,  200 

Downward  on  wings  of  joy  and  hafte  they  fly, 
Meet  their  returning  fovereign,  and  attend  him  high 
A  mining  car  the  conqueror  fills, 
Form'd  of  a  golden  cloud  ; 
Slowly  the  pomp  moves  up  the  azure  hills,  205 

Old  Satan  foams  and  yells  aloud, 
And  gnaws  tlreternal  bral's  that  binds  him  to  the 

wheels. 
The  opening  gates  of  blifs  receive  their  king, 

Father-God  fmiles  on  His  Son, 
Pays  him  the  honours  he  has  won,  210 

lofty  thrones  adore,  and  little  cherubs  Ting. 
Behold  him  on  his  native  throne, 
Glory  fits  fait  upon  his  head  ; 
Drefs'd  in  new  light,  and  beamy  robes, 
His  hand  rolls  on  the  feafons  and  the  (Inning  globes, 
And  iways  the  living  worlds,  and  regions  of  the 
dead.  216 

Gouge  was  his  envoy  to  the  realms  below, 
Vail  was  his  truft,  and  great  his  f  1c ill, 

ht  the  credentials  he  could  (hew, 
And  thoufands  own'd  the  feal,  220 

His  hallowed  lips  could  well  impart 
The  grace,  the  promife,  and  command  : 
He  knew  the  pity  of  ImmanueTs  heart, 
And  terrors  of  Jehovah's  hand. 
How  diil  our  fouls  ftart  out,  to  hear,  225 

Theembs      ......         bare, 
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While  every  ear  in  rapture  hung 
Upon  the  charming  wonders  of  his  tongue  ! 
Life's  bufy  cares  a  facred  iilence  bound, 

Attention  flood  with  all  her  powers,  230 

With  fixed  eyes  and  awe  profound, 

Chain* d  to  the  pleafure  of  the  found, 
Nor  knew  the  Hying  hours. 

But  O  my  everlafting  grief! 
Heaven  has  recall'd  his  envoy  from  our  eye  . 
Hence  deluges  of  furrow  rife, 
Nor  hope  th'impoflible  relief. 
Ye  remnants  of  the  facred  tribe, 
Who  feel  the  lofs,  come  mare  the  fmart, 

And  mix  your  groans  with  mine  :  240 

Where  is  the  tongue  that  can  delcribe 
Infinite  things  with  equal  art, 

Or  language  fo  divine  ? 
Our  paiYions  want  the  heavenly  flame. 
Almighty  Love  breathes  faintly  in  our  longs,    245 
And  awful  threatnings  languish  on  our  tongues  . 

Howe  is  a  great  but  fingle  name  : 
Amidft  the  crowd  he  Hands  alone  : 
Stands  yet,  but  with  his  ftarry  pinions  on, 
Dreft  for  the  flight,-and  ready  to  be  gone.  2^0 

Eternal  God,  command  the  ftay, 
Stretch  the  dear  months  of  his  delay  ; 
O  we  could  wifli  his  age  were  one  immortal  day  ! 

But  when  the  Rattling  chariot's  come, 
And  mining  guards,  t*attend  thy  prophet  home,  255 

Amidlt  a  thoufand  weeping  eyes, 
Send  an  Eliiha  down,  a  foul  of  equal  fize, 
Or  burn  this  worthless  globe,  and  take  us  to  the 
(kies.  2s8 
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and  fuccefs.  So  that  you  will  find  here  nothing  that  favours  of  a  party  : 
The  children  of  high  and  low  degree,  of  the  church  of  England  or  Dif- 
ienters,  baptifed  in  infancy,  or  not,  may  ail  join  together  in  thefe  Songs. 
And  as  I  have  endeavoured  ro  fink  the  language  to  "the  level  of  a  child's 
ttnderftanding,  and  yet  to  keep  it,  if  poffible,  above  contempt ;  fo  I  have 
defigned  to  profit  ...1,  if  poffible,  and  otfend  none.  I  hope  the  more  ge- 
ne fenfe  is,  thefe  compoihres  maybe  of  the  more  univeiial  ule 
and  ier.ice. 

I  have  added  at  the  end,  fome  attempts  cf  fonnets  on  moral  fubjefts, 
f  r  hildren,  « ith  an  air  of  pleafantry,  to  provoke  fome  fitter  pen  to  write 
a  little  booiv  of  them. 

lightyGod  make  you  faithful  in  this  important  work  of 
education  ;  may  he  fucceed  your  cares  with  his  abundant  grace,  that  the 
rifing  genera  ion  oi  Grout  Britain  may  be  a  glory  among  tr.e  nations, 
a  pattern  to  the  Chriftiau  world,  and  a  bleffing  to  the  earth. 


/.     A  general  Song  of  Pralfe  to  God. 


o> 


OOW  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King 

Who  reigns  above  the  (ky  ! 
How  Jhall  a  child  pre  fume  to  fing 

His  dreadful  majeity  ? 

How  great  his  power  is,  none  can  tell,  e 

Nor  think  how  large  his  grace  ; 
Not  men  below,  nor  faints  that  dwell 

On  high  before  his  face. 

Not  angels  that  ftafld  round  the  Lord, 

Can  ieavch  his  fecret  will;  I© 

Bu«-  they  perform  his  heavenly  word, 

And  ling  his  praiies  (till. 

Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train, 

And  my  firfl:  offerings  bring; 
Th'eternal  God  will  not  difdain  j  r 

To  hear  an  infant  fing. 

My  heart  refolves,  my  tongue  obey?, 

And  angels  fball  rejoice 
To  hear  theirmighty  Maker's  praife 

Sound  from  a  feeble  voice,  so 
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II.    Pra'ifefor  Creation  and  Fro<vidence. 

1  SING  the  almighty  power  of  God, 

That  made  the  mountains  rile, 
That  fpread  the  flowing  Teas  abroad, 

And  built  the  lofty  Ikies. 

I  fmg  the  wifdom  that  ordain"  d  5 

The  fun  to  rule  the  day  ; 
The  moon  mines  full  at  his  command, 

And  all  the  ftars  obey. 

I  fing  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 

That  fill'd  the  earth  with  food  :  10 

He  form'd  the  creatures  wirh  his  word, 

And  then  pronounc'd  them  good. 

Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  d'fplay'd, 

Where-e'er  I  turn  mine  eye  ! 
If  I  furveythe  ground  I  tread,  15 

Or  gaze  upon  the  Iky  ! 

There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below, 

But  makes  thy  glory  known  ; 
And  clouds  arife  and  tempefts  blow, 

By  order  from  thy  throne.  20 

Creatures  (as  numerous  as  they  be) 

Are  fubject  to  thy  care  ; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee 

But  God  is  prefent  there. 

In  heaven  he  mines  with  beams  of  love,  1$ 

With  wrath  in  hell  beneath  ! 
*Tis  on  his  earth  I  ftand  or  move, 

And  'tis  his  air  I  breathe. 

His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard  ; 

He  keeps  me  wiih  his  eye  ; 
Why  Ihould  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 

Who  is  for  ever  nigh  ?  32 

y  2 
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III.  Praifc  to  Gcdfor  our  Redemption. 

IDLEST  be  the  wifddm  and  the  power, 

The  juftice  and  the  grace, 
1  hat  join'd  in  council  to  reftorc, 

And  fave  our  ruia'd  race. 

Our  father  ate  forbidden  fruit,  5 

And  :rom  his  glory  fell ; 
And  we  his  children  thus  were  brought 

To  death,  and  near  to  hell. 

Bleft  be  the  Lord  that  fent  his  Son 

To  take  our  flefli  and  blood  ;  10 

He  for  our  Lives  gave  up  his  own, 

To  make  our  peace  wirh  God. 

He  honoured  nil  his  Father's  laws, 

Which  we  have  difobey"d  ; 
He  bote  cur  fins  upon  the  crofs,  15 

And  our  full  rantom  paid. 

Behc  id  him  rifing  from  the  grave  ; 

Behold  him  rais'd  on  high  : 
Ik  pleads  his  merit,  there  to  lave 

Trafgreflbrs  doom'd  to  die.  20 

There,  on  a  glorious  throne,  he  reigns, 

And  by  his  power  divine 
Redeem.:  us  from  the  flavilh  chains 

Of  Satan  and  of  Sin. 

Thence  (hall  the  Lord  to  judgment  come,  25 

And  wit h  a  fo  v e re  i g n  v  0 ;  c e 
Shall  call,  and  break  up  every  tomb, 
ile  waking  faints  rejoice. 

O  may  T  then  with  joy  appear 

Before  the  Judge'o  lace, 
And  with  the  blefs'd  aflefnbly  there 

§ing  his  redeeming  grat 
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IF.   Praifes  for  Mercies  Spiritual  and  Temporal. 

WHENE'ER  I  take  my  walks  abroad, 

How  many  poor  I  fee  ! 
What  (hall  I  render  to  ray  God 

For  all  his  gifts  to  iuc  ? 

Not  more  than  others  I  deferve.  5 

Yet  uod  has  giv'n  me  1   ore  ; 
For  1  have  food  while  others  iiarve, 

Or  beg  ironi  door  to  door. 

How  many  children  in  the  ftreet 

Half  naked  1  behold  !  10 

While  I  am  cloth'd  from  head  to  feet, 

And  cover' d  from  the  cold. 

While  iome  poor  wretches  fcarce  can  tell 

Where  they  may  lay  their  head  ; 
I  have  a  home  wherein  to  dwell,  15 

And  reft  upon  my  bed. 

While  others  early  learn  to  fwear, 

And  curfe,  and  he,  and  ileal  ; 
Lord,  I  am  taught  thy  name  to  fear, 

And  do  thy  holy  will.  ao 

Are  thefe  thy  favours  day  by  day 

'I  0  me  above  die  red  ? 
Then  let  me  love  thee  more  than  they, 

And  try  to  ferve  thee  belt.  24 

V.  Praife for  Birth  and  Education  in  cChrijllcnLand , 

CtR  EAT  God,  to  thee  my  voice  I  rale, 
To  thee  my  young  elong  ; 

J  ..  mid  I      in  my  life  with  praife, 
Till  growing  years  improve  my  fang. 

'Tis  to  thy  fovereig  1  gra  :e  I  owe  5 

rl  hat  I  was  bom  on  Britilh  ground  ; 
\V  here  fti  eai  .    of  hea>  e  ily   nerc;    Bow, 
And  words  of  iv, cot  falvation  found.  ,  [Y3 
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I  would  not  change  my  native  land 

For  rich  Peru  with  all  her  gold  :  I  0 

A  nobler  prize  lies  in  my  hand, 

Than  Eaft  01  Weftern  Indies  hold. 

How  do  I  pity  thofe  that  dwell 

Where  ignorance  and  darknefs  reigns  ! 

They  know  no  heaven,  they  fear  no  hel^  15 

Thofe  endlefs  joys,  thofe  ewdiefs  pains. 

Thy  glorious  promifes,  O  Lord, 

Kindle  my  hopes  and  my  defixe  ; 

While  all  the  preachers  of  thy  word 

Warn  me  to  'icape  eternal  fire.  20 

Thy  praife  (hall  ftill  employ  my  breath. 

Since  thou  hail  mark'd  my  way  to  heaven  ; 

Nor  will  I  run  the  road  to  death, 

And  wafte  the  bleffings  thou  halt  given.  24 

VI.     Praife  for  the  Gofpi  I. 

LORD,  T  afcribe  it  to  thy  grace, 
Ana  not  to  chance,  as  others  do, 
That  I  was  born  oi  Chriftian  race, 
And  not  a  Heathen  or  a  Jew. 

What  would  the  ancient  Jewiih  kings,  5 

And  Jewifh  prophets,  once  have  given, 
Could  they  have  heard  thole  glorious  thi 
Which  Chrift  reveal'd  and  brought  from  heaven  I 

How  glad  the  heathens  would  have  been, 
That  WQrfhipp'd  idols,  wood  and  ftone,  10 

If  they  the  book  of  God  had  fecn, 
Or  Jefus  aftd  his  gofpel  known  ! 

Then  if  this  gofpel  f  refufe, 

fhall  I  <  'er  lift  up  mine  eyca  ? 

lor  all  the  Gentiles  and  the  jews 

:  iajudgn  *f> 
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Vll.    The  Excellency  of  the  Bible. 

wREAT  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praife 

On  all  thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  dill  thy  wifdom,  power,  and  grace, 

Shine  bright#ft  in  thy  book. 

The  ftars,  that  in  their  courfes  roll,  5 

Have  much  infraction  given  ; 
But  thy  good  word  informs  my  foul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  fliow 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ;  iO 

But  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  thy  molt  holy  word. 

ire  my  choiceft  treafures  hid, 
Here  my  belt  comfort  he.-,  ; 
Here  my  defires  are  fatisfy'd,  15 

And  hence  my  hopes  arife. 

Lord,  make  me  understand  thy  law  ; 

Show  what  my  thoughts  have  been  : 
And  from  thy  gofpel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  fin.  (    20 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Chrift  had  dy'd 

To  favc  my  foul  from  hell  : 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  bclide 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more,  25 

And  take  a  frefti  delight 
By  day  to  read  thefe  wonders  o^er, 

And  meditate  by  night. 

nil.  Praife  to  God  for  Isarnlng  n  R 

I  HE  praifes  of  my  tongue 

I  offer  to  the  Lord, 
Thar  I  was  taught  and  learnt  io  young 
To  read  his  holy  word. 
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That  I  am  brought  to  know  5 

The  danger  I  was  in, 
By  nature  and  by  practice  too, 

A  wretched  flave  to  fin. 

That  I  am  led  to  fee 

I  can  do  nothing  well ;  ,  IQ 

And  whither  (hall  a  (inner  flee 

To  fave  himfelf  from  hell  ? 

Dear  Lord,  this  book  of  thine 

Informs  me  where  to  go, 
For  grace  to  pardon  all  my  fin,  15 

And  make  me  holy  too. 

Here  I  can  read,  and  learn 

How  Chrift,  the  Son  of  God, 
Has  undertook  our  great  concern  ; 

Our  ranlom  coft  hio  blood.  20 

And  now  he  reigns  above, 

He  fends  his  Spirit  down 
To  mow  the  wonders  of  his  love, 

And  make  his  gofpel  known. 

O  may  that  Spirit  tea*h,  25 

And  make  my  heart  receive 
Thofe  truths  which  all  thy  fervants  preach, 

And  all  thy  faints  believe. 

Then  (hall  I  praife  the  Lord 

In  a  more  cheerful  drain, 
That  I  was  taught  to  read  his  word, 

And  have  not  learnt  in  vain.  32 

IX.  The  All-Seeing  God. 

A  LMIGHTY  God  »  thy  piercing  eye 
Strikes  through  the  (hades  of  night, 
And  our  molt  fecret  aftons  lie 

All  open  to  thy  light. 

There's  not  a  fin  that  we  commit,  $ 

Nor  wicked  word  we  fay, 
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But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 
Againit  the  judgment-day. 

And  mud  the  crimes  that  T  have  done 

Beread  and  publiuVd  there  ?  i« 

Be  all  expos'd  before  the  fun, 

While  men  and  angels  hear  ? 

Lord,  at  thy  foot  aiham'd  T  lie  ; 

Upward  I  dare  not  look  ; 
Pardon  my  fins  before  I  die,  15 

And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 

Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt, 
And  let  his  blood  warn  out  my  ftains, 

And  anfwer  for  my  guilt.  25 

0  may  I  now  for  ever  fear 
T'indulge  a  finful  thought, 

Since  the  great  God  can  lee  and  hear, 

And  writes  down  every  fault.  24 

X.   Solemn  Thoughts  of  God  and  Death. 

1  HERE  is  a  God  that  reigns  above, 
Lord  of  the  heavens,  and  earth,  and  leas  : 
1  fear  his  wrath,  I  afk  his  love, 

And  with  my  lips  I  ling  his  praife. 

There  is  a  law  which  he  has  writ,  5 

To  teach  us  ail  that  we  muft  do  : 
My  foul,  to  his  commands  fubmit, 
they  are  holy,  juft,  and  true. 

There  is  a  gofpel  o'i  rich  gn  ce, 

ce  tinners  all  their  comforts  draw  ;  10 

Lord,  I  repent  and  feek  thy  face  ; 
!  have  often  broke  thy  law. 

There  is  an  hour  when  I  mUft  die, 
Nor  do  I  know  how  foon  'twill  come  : 

g  as  1 ,  15 

•  uTd  by  death  to  hear  their  d.     . 
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Let  me  improve  the  hours  I  have, 
Before  the  day  of  grace  is  fled  ; 
There's  no  repentance  in  the  grave, 
Nor  pardons  offered  to  the  dead. 

Jul!  as  a  tree  cut  down,  that  fell 
To  north  or  fouthward,  there  it  lies  ; 
So  man  departs  to  heaven  or  hell, 
Fix'd  in  the  ftate  wherein  he  dies. 

XL   Heaven  and  Hell. 

THERE  is  beyond  the  iky 

A  heaven  of  joy  and  love  ; 
Ana  holy  children,  when  they  die, 

Go  to  that  wcrld  above. 

There  is  a  dreadful  hell, 

And  eVerlafting  pains ; 
There  finners  muft  with  devils  dwell 

In  darknefs,  fire,  and  chains. 

Can  fuch  a  wretch  as  I 

Efcape  this  curfed  end  ? 
And  may  I  hope,  whene'er  I  die, 

T  fhall  to  heaven  afcend  ? 

Then  will  I  read  and  pray, 

While  I  have  life  and  breath  : 
Led  I  fhould  be  cut  off  to-day, 

And  ient  t'eternal  death. 

XII.  The  Ad-vantages  of  Early  Religion. 

H  APPY's  the  child  whofe  youngeft  years 

Receive  inftxuclions  well  : 
Who  hares  the  fmner's  path,  and  fears 

The  road  that  leads  to  hell. 

When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God, 

'Tis  pleafing  in  his  eyes  : 
A  flower,  when  offer'd  in  the  bud, 

Is  no  vain  facrifice. 
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'lis  eafier  work  if  we  begin 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes  ;  10 

While  tinners  that  grow  old  in  fin 

Are  hardened  in  Their  crimes. 

Twill  fave  us  from  a  thoufand  fnares, 

To  mind  religion  young  ; 
Grace  will  preierve  our  following  years,  15 

And  make  our  virtue  ftrong. 

To  thee,  almighty  God,  to  thee, 

Our  childhood  we  rerign  ; 
'Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back  and  fee 

That  our  whole  lives  were  tlii  2C> 

Let  the  fweet  work  of  prayer  and  praife 
Employ  my  youngeft  breath  ; 

Thus  I'm  prepared  i'or  longer  days, 

Or  fit  for  early  death.  24. 

XIII.    The  Danger  of  Delay. 

WHY  mould  I  fay,  "  'Tis  yet  too  foon 

M  To  fcek  for  heaven  or  think  of  death  ?" 
A  flower  may  fade  before  'tis  noon, 
And  I  this  day  may  lole  my  breath. 

If  this  rebellious  heart  of  mine  5 

Defpife  the  gracious  calls  of  heaven, 
1  may  be  harden'd  in  my  fin, 
And  never  have  repentance  given. 

What  if  the  Lord  grow  wrath,  and  fv.  ear, 

le  I  refufe  to  read  and  pray,  10 

That  he'll  refufe  to  lend  an  ear 
To  all  my  groans  another  day  ? 

"What  if  his  dreadful  anger  burn, 

While  I  refufe  his  offcr'd  grace, 

And  all  his  love  to  fury  turn,  15 

And  ftrike  me  dead  upon  the  place  ? 

'Tis  dangerous  to  provoke  a  ( 

His  power  and  :e  none  can  tell  ; 
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One  ftroke  of  his  Almighty  rod 

Shall  fend  young  finners  quick  to  hell.  20 

Then  'twill  lor  ever  be  in  vain 

To.  cry  for  pardon  and  for  grace  : 

To  wifh  I  had  my  time  again. 

Or  hope  to  lee  my  Maker's  face.  24 

XI F.   Examples  of  Early  Piety. 

WHAT  blefsM  examples  do  I  find 

Writ  in  the  word  of  truth, 
Of  children  that  began  to  mind 

Religion  in  their  youth. 

[efus,  who  reigns  above  the  fky,  5 

And  keeps  the  world  in  awe, 
Was  one  a  civile!  as  young  as  I, 

And  kept  his  Father's  lav.-. 

At  twelve  years  old  he  talk'd  with  men, 

-(The  Jews  all  wondering  ftand)  10 

Y et  he  obey'd  his  mother  then, 

And  came  at  her  command. 

Children  a  fweet  hofanna  fung, 
And  bleft  their  Saviour's  name  ; 

v  gave  him  honour  with  their  tongue,  15 

While  fenbes  and  prielts  blafpheme. 

Samuel  the  child  was  wean'd,  and  brought 
To  wait  upon  the  Lord  ; 

ng  Timothy  by  times  was  taught 
To  know  his  holy  word.  20 

Th°n  why  mould  I  fo  long  delay 

What  others  learnt  fo  icon  ? 
I  would  not  pais  another  day 

Without  this  work  begun.  24 

XV.  Againft  Lying. 

U  'TIS  a  lovely  thing  for  youth 
To  walk  betimes  in  wifdom's  way  ; 
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To  fear  a  lie,  to  fpeak  the  truth, 
That  v.  e  may  truft  to  all  they  fay. 

I        liars  we  can  never  truft, 

1  h  they  fheuld  fpeak  the  thing  that's  true 

And  he  that  does  one  fault  at  firft, 

And  lies  to  hide  it,  makes  it  two. 

Have  we  not  known,  or  heard,  or  read, 
How  God  abhors  deceit  and  wrong  } 
f!ow  Annanias  was  ftruck  dead, 
Catch' d  with  a  lie  upon  his  tongue  ? 

So  did  his  wife,  Sapphira,  die, 

:ame  in  and  grew  fo  bold 
confirm  that  wicked  lie, 
That,  jiift  before,  her  told. 

The  Lord  delights  in  them  that  fpeak 
The  words  of  truth  ;  but  every  liar 
Mu ft  have  his  portion  in  the  lake 
That  burns  with  brimftone  and  with  fire. 

Then  let  me  always  watch  my  lips, 
Left  I  be  ftruck  to  death  and  hell, 
Since  God  a  book  of  reckoning  keeps 
For  every  he  that  children  tell. 

A77.   Aga'injl  Quarrelling  and  Fig    ! 

L#ET  dogs  delight 'to  bark  and  bite, 

r  God  hath  made  them  fo  : 
Let  bears  and  lions  growl  and  fight, 
For  'tis  their  nature  too. 

But,  children,  you  fhall  never  let 
Such  ai  gry  pailions  rife  ; 

little  ham  rer  made 

To  tear  each  others1  ( 

'.rough  all  your  actions  run. 
And  all  your  words  be  mild  ; 
on, 
it  fweet  and  lovely  child. 

7. 
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Bts  foul  was  gentle  as  a  lamb  ; 

And  as  his  ftaturegrew, 
He  grew  in  favour  both  with  man, 

And  God  hi^  Father  too. 

Now,  Lord  of  all,  lie  reigns  above, 
And  from  his  heavenly  throne 

He  fees  what  children  dwell  in  love, 
And  marks  them  for  his  own. 


XVII.   Love  between  Brothers  and  SiJUrs, 

WHATEVER  brawls  difturb  the  (beet, 

There  (hould  be  peace  at  home  ; 
Where  fillers  dwell  and  brothers  meet, 

Quarrels  fhould  never  come. 

Birds  in  their  little  netls  agree  :  5 

And  'tis  a  lhameful  light, 
When  children  of  one  family 

Fall  out,  and  chide,  and  fight. 

Hard  names  at  firft,  and  threat'ning  words 
That  are  but  noify  breath,  10 

May  grow  to  clubs  or  naked  fwords, 
To  murder  and  to  death. 

The  devil  tempts  one  mother's  fon 
To  rage  againft  another  ; 

So  wicked  Cain  was  hurry'd  on  15  - 

Till  he  had  kill'd  his  brother. 

The  wife  will  make  their  anger  cool, 

Ar  leaft  before  'tis  night ; 
Buf  in  the  bofom  of  a  fool 

It  burns  till  morning  light.  20 

Pardon,  O  Lord,  our  childifh  rage, 

Our  little  brawls  remove  ; 
That,  as  we  grow  to  riper  age, 

Our  hearts  may  all  be  love 
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X7II1.   Againjl  Scoffing  and  calling  Names- 

WUR  tongues  were  made  to  blefs  the  Lord, 

And  not  freak  ill  of  men  ; 
When  others  give  a  railing  word, 

We  muft  not  rail  again. 

Crcf^  words  and  angry  names  require  5 

To  be  chaftts'd  at  ichool  ; 
And  he's  in  danger  of  hell-fire, 

That  calls  his  brother,  fool. 

But  lips  that  dare  be  fo  profane, 

To  mock,  and  jeer,  and  feoff  10 

At  holy  things  or  holy  men, 

The  Lord  lhall  cut  them  off. 

When  children,  in  their  wanton  play, 

Serv'd  old  Elifha  fo  ; 
And  bid  the  prophet  go  his  way,  15 

"  Go  up,  thou  baldhead,  go  :" 

God  quickly  fropp'd  the!r  wicked  breath, 

And  lent  two  raging  bears, 
That  tore  them  limb  from  limb  to  death, 

With  blood,  and  groans,  and  tears.  10 

Great  God,  how  terrible  art  tl 

To  finners  e'er  (o  young  ! 
Grant  me  thy  grace,  and  reach  me  how 

To  tame  and  rule  my  tongue.  24 

XIX.  Againjl  Swearing  and  C*rJ?ng9  and  taking 
GoeTs  Nan:t  in  vain. 

ANGELS,  that  high  in  glory  dwell, 
•  >re  thy  name,  almighty  God  ! 

And  devils  tremble  iown  in  hell, 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  rod. 

And  yet  how  wicked  children  dare  $ 

Abufe  thy  dreadful  glorious  name  ! 
Z  1 
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And  when  they're  angry,  how  they  fwear. 
Andcurfe  their  fellows,  and  blafphemerl 

How  will  they  ftand  before  thy  face, 

Who  treated  thee  with  fuch  difdain,  10 

While  thou  (halt  doom  them  to  the  place 

Of  everlafting  fire  and  pain  ? 

Then  never  (hall  one  cooling  drop 

To  quench  their  burning  tongues  be  given  j 

But  I  will  praifc  thee  here,  and  hope  15 

Thus  to  employ  my  tongue  in  heaven. 

My  heart  mall  be  in  pain  to  hear 

Wretches  affront  the  Lord  above  : 
'Tis  that  great  God  whofe  power  I  fear  ; 

That  heavenly  Father  whom  I  love.  20 

[f  my  companions  grow  profane, 

I'll  leave  their  friendmip,  when  I  hear 

Young  finners  take  thy  name  in  vain, 

And  learn  to  curfe,  and  learn  to  fwear.  24 

XX.  Agalnfi  Idlenefs  and  Mi/chief.  "w 

riOW  doth  the  little  bufy  bee 

Improve  each  mining  hour, 
And  gather  honey  all  the  day 

From  every  opening  flower  ! 

How  fldlfully  me  builds  her  cell !  5 

How  neat  (he  fpreads  the  wax  ! 
And  labours  hard  to  ftdre  it  well 

With!  the  f'weet  food  (lie  makes. 

In  works  of  labour  or  of  (kill, 

I  would  be  bufy  too  ;  10 

For  Satan  finds  fome  mifchief  flill 

Fur  idle  hands  to  do. 

In  books,  or  work,  or  healthful  play, 

Let  my  firft  years  be  paft, 
That  I  may  give  for  every  day 

Some  good  account  at  lail.  16 
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XXI.  Againft  evil  Company* 

'  fhould  I  join  v  ith  thofe  in  play, 
In  'v|v.„n  I've  no  delight  ; 

curfe  and  fwear,  but  never  pray  ; 
Who  call  ill  names  and  light  ? 

'  to  hear  a  wanton  fong ;  5 

Their  wo:di  offend  mine^ears  ; 
I  fhould  not  dare  defile  my  <-ongue 

With  language  fuch  as  their1  s. 

n  fools  I'll  turn  my  eyes, 
ith  the  fcofters  go  ;  zo 

with  the  wife, 
er  I  may  grow. 

one  rude  boy  that  us*d  to  mock, 
v  learn  the  wicked  jeft  ; 

•  fheep  infefts  fhe  flock,  15 

And  poifons  all  the  red. 

My  God,  I  hate  to  walk,  or  d 
With  (infill  children  here  ; 

n  let  me  not  be  fent  to  hell, 
Where  none  but  miners  are,  20 

XXII.  Againft  Pride  in  Clothes. 

vV  HY  mould  our  garments,  made  to  hide 

Brents'  fhame,  provoke  our  pride  \ 
The  art  of  drefs  did  ne'er  begin, 
Till  Eve  our  mother  learn'd  to  fin. 

n  firfl:  (he  put  her  covering  on,  5 

Her  robe  of  innocence  w  : 

And  yet  her  children  vail 
'..-.  fad  marks  of  glory  loft. 

How  proud  we  .Tr*1 !   how  fond  to  (hew 

ind  ne  r  !  10 

■Keep  and  filkworm  wore 
before. 

Z    \ 
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The  tulip  and  the  butterfly 

Appear  in  gayer  coats  than  I  ; 

Let  me  be  dreft  fine  as  I  will,  15 

Flies,  worms,  and  flowers,  exceed  me  ftill. 

Then  will  I  fet  my  heart  to  find 

Inward  adornings  01  the  mind  ; 

Knowledge  and  virtue,  truth  and  grace, 

Thefc  are  the  robes  of  richeft  drefs.  20 

No  more  (hall  worms  with  me  compare  ; 
This  is  the  raiment  angels  wear  ; 
The  Son  of  God,  when  here  below, 
Put  on  this  bleil  apparel  too. 

It  never  fades,  it  ne'er  grows  old,  25 

Nor  fears  the  rain,  nor  moth,  nor  mould. 
It  takes  no  fpot,  but  ftill  refines  ; 
The  more  'tis  worn,  the  more  it  mines. 

In  this  on  earth  mould  I  appear ; 

Then  go  to  heaven  and  wear  it  there; 

God  will  approve  it  in  his  fight  ; 

'Tis  his  own  work,  and  his  delight.  32 

XXIII.  Obedience  to  Parents. 

L/ET  children  that  would  fear  the  Lord 

Hear  what  their  teachers  fay  ; 
With  reverence  meet  their  parents'  word, 

And  with  delight  obey. 

Have  you  not  heard  what  dreadful  plagues  5 

Are  threatn'd  by  the  Lord, 
To  him  that  breaks  his  father's  law, 

Or  mocks  his  mother's  word  ? 

What  heavy  guilt  upon  him  lies  ! 

How  curled  is  his  name!  ;. 

I  he  ravens  fhall  pick  out  his  eyes, 

And  eagles  eaj  the  fame, 
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But  thofc  v.  ho  worfhip  God,  and  give 
Th<  honour  due, 

on  this  earth  they  long  (hall  live, 
And  live  .  ioo.  16 

XXIV.   The  Child's  Complaint. 

WHY  mould  I  love  my  fport  fo  well, 

So  conftant  at  my  play, 
And  lofe  the  thoughts  of  heaven  and  hell 
A  then  forget  to  pray  ? 

Jo  I  read  my  Bible  for,  5 

But,    Lord,  to  learn  thy  will  • 

I     II  I  daily  know  thee  more, 
And  lefs  obey  thee  ftill  ? 

ifelefs  is  my  heart,  and  wild! 
How  vain  are  all  my  thoughts  !  10 

Pity  .  a  child, 

And  pardon  all  my  faults  ! 

to  hear, 
And  let  I  1  pray  ; 

S   ice  (  -  d  w    I  icious  ear 

To  what  a  child  can  fay.  16 

XXI  .  .  >ng  Seng. 

JVlY  •-  fun  to  know 

His  proper  ncur  to  rife, 
And  to  give  light  to  all  below, 

Dcl  :u  round  the  Vies. 

When  from  the  chambers  of  the  eaft 

His  m 
He  never  tires,  nor  flops  to  reft  ; 

But  round  the  world  he  ftiini 

aid  I  fulfil 
The  bufiit 

1  my  work  bet. 
:h  on  m 
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Give  me,  0  Lord,  thy  early  grace, 

Nor  let  my  foul  complain 
That  the  young  morning  of  my  days 

Has  all  been  fpent  in  vain.  *6 


XXVI.  An  Evening  Song. 


An- 


D  now  another  day  is  gone, 
I'll  fing  my  Maker's  praife  ; 
My  comforts  every  hour  make  known 
His  providence  and  grace. 

But  how  my  childhood  runs  to  wafte  ! 

My  fins,  how  great  their  fum  ! 
Lord,  give  me  pardon  for  the  pad, 

And  ftrength  for  days  to  come. 

I  lay  my  body  down  to  deep  ; 

Let  angels  guard  my  heal, 
And  through  the  hours  of  darknefs  keep 

Their  watch  around  my  bed. 

With  cheerful  heart  I  clofe  my  eyes, 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove  ; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rife 

Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 

XXFII.   For  the  Lord' s-Day  Morning. 

1  HIS  is  the  day  when  Chrift  arofe 

So  early  from  the  dead  ; 
Why  ihould  I  keep  my  eyelids  cbs'd, 
And  waftc  my  hours  in  bed  ? 

Th's  is  the  day  when  Jefus  broke 
e  power  of  death  and  hell  ; 
And  Ihall  I  (till  wear  Satan's  yoke, 
And  love  my  (ins  fo  well  ? 

To-day  with  pleafure  Chriftians  meet* 

To  pray  and  hear  I 
And  1  woul  1  to  with  cheerful  feet 

To  learn  thy  will,  O  Lord, 
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I'll  leave  my  fport,  to  read  and  pray, 

1  fo  prepare  for  !.e  iven  : 
O  ma ■•  1  li  day 

beftof  all  thefeven! 

XXVIII.   For  the  LorcT s-Day  Evening. 

-LORD,  how  ielightful  'tis  to  fee 
A  whole  '.  orfhip  thee  ! 

.   it  once  they  pray  ; 
They  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 

..id  ftill  would  go  ;  5 

heaven  below  : 

and  my  play 
to  forget  this  day. 

O   '  rite  upon  my  memory,  Lord, 

texts  and  doctrines  of  thy  word  ;  10 

at  I  may  break  thy  laws  no  more, 
But  love  thee  better  than  before. 

h  thoughts  of  Chrift  and  things  divine 
ip  tills  foolifh  heart  of  mine  ; 
hoping  pardon  through  his  blood, 
lie  down  and  wake  with  God.  16 

— »©« — 
THE  TEN  COMMANDMENTS  OUT  OF 
THE  OLD  TESTAMENT. 

PUT   INTO   SHORT   RHYME,   FOR  CHILDREN. 

,  chap.  x'x. 
rp 

i .    a  IIOU  (halt  have  no  more  god>  but  "  ' 
1.   Before  no  idol  bow  thy  knee. 

3.  Take  not  the  name  of  God  in  vain. 

4.  Nor  due  the  Sabbath-day  profane. 

5.  Give  both  thy  parents  honour  due.  5 

6.  Take  heed  that  thou  no  murder  do. 

7.  Abftain  from  words  and  deeds  unci 

S.  irt  poor  and  mc 

9.  Nor  make  a  wil 
10.  What  is  thy  iv.  tare  not  covet. 
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THE     SUM     OF     THE    COMMANDMENTS, 

OUT    OF    THE    NEW    TESTAMENT, 

Matthew,  xxii.  37. 

WlTH  all  thy  foul  love  God  above, 
And  as  thyfelf  thy  neighbour  love. 

OUR  SAVIOUR'S  GOLDEN  RUI 

Matthew,  vii.  la. 

Jl>E  you  to  others  kind  and  true, 

As  you'd  have  others  be  to  you  ; 

And  neither  do  nor  fay  to  men, 

Whate'er  you  would  not  take  again.  4 

DUTY  TO  GOD  AND  OUR  NEIGHBOUR. 

LOVE  God  with  all  your  foul  and  ftrength, 
With  all  your  heart  and  mind  :  f 

And  love  your  neighbour  as  yourfelf,  % 

Be  faithful,  juft,  and  kind.  4. 

Deal  with  another  as  you'd  have 

Another  deal  with  you  ; 
What  you're  unwilling  to  receive, 

Be  fure  you  never  do.  8 

Out  of  my  Book  of  Hymns  I  have  here  added  the  Hofann?.,  and  •*  Glory 
to  the  Father,"  Sec.  to  be  lung  at  the  ctiJ  of  any  •• 

according  to  the  Direction,  of  Parents  or  Governors. 

THE   HOSANNA: 

OR,    SALVATION    ASCRIBED    TO    CHRIST. 
T  LONG    METRE. 

HOSANNA  to  king  David's  Son, 

Who  reigns  on  a  fuperior  throne  : 

We  blefs  the  Prince  of  heavenly  birth, 

Who  brings  falvation  down  on  earth,  a 

Let  every  nation,  every  age, 
In  this  delightful  work  engage  ; 
Old  men  and  babes  in  Sion  fing 
The  growing  glories  of  her  King. 
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COMMON    METRE. 
HOSANNA  lO  tl  Oi  gTACe  ; 

Sion,  behold  thy  King! 
Proclaim  the  Son  of  David's  race, 

I  teach  the  babes  to  ling.  4 

Hofanna  to  th  eternal  Word, 

1  from  the  Father  came  ; 
Aicribe  falvation  to  the  Lord, 
Willi  bleffings  on  his  name.  N  S 

SHORT    METRE. 

HOSAKNA  to  the  Son 

Of  David  and  of  God, 
Who  brought  the  news  of  pardon  down, 

And  bought  it  with  his  blood.  4 

'To  (Thrift,  th'anointcd  King, 

B\  endlefs  bleffings  gi\ 
Xer  |he  whole  earth  his  glory  fmg, 

Who  made  our  peace  with  heaven.  S 

GLORY  TO  THE  FATHER  AND 
THE  SON,  &c. 

LONG    METRE. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Srrit,  Three  in  One  ; 
Be  honour,  praife,  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven.  ^ 

COMMON   METRE. 

Now  let  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  ador'd 
Where  there  arc  works  to  make  him  known, 

Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord.  4 

SHORT    METRE. 

Give  to  the  Father  praife, 

Give  glory  to  the  Son  ; 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace; 

Be  equal  honour  done.  4 
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A  SLIGHT  SPECIMEN; 

Swb  as  I  uiijb  feme  hapfy  and  amdefunding  Genius  would  undertake  for 
the  Uft  of  Children,  and  perform  much  heller. 

— =<2<D®<5)®Q®*=~— — 

The  fenfe  and  fubjerts  might  be  borrowed  plentifully  from  the  Proverb* 
©r  solomcn,  from  all  the  common  appearances  of  . 
curreoces  of  civil  life,  both  in  city  and  country-( which  would  a!;  , 
matter  for  other  divine  ion-s).     Here  the  language  and  meafure 
be    eafy,    and    flowing  with     cheerralwafe,  with  ,or  wi 
Jemmues  of  religion,  or  the  facred  names  of  God  and  holy  thing's ;    that 
children  nugiit  find  delight  and  profit  together. 

This  would  beoneeffeftual  way  to  deliver  them  from  thofe  IV  . 
ton,  or  profane  fongs,  which  give  fc  early  an  ill  taint  to.  the  fancy  and  me. 
mory ;  and  become  the  feeds  of  future  vices. 


I.  The  Sluggard. 

IIS  the  voice  of  the  fluggard;  I  hear  him  com. 
plain, 
"  You  have  wak'd  me  too  foon,  I  muft  flui 
again." 
he  door  on  its  hinges  fo  lie  on  his  bed, 
Turns  his  lides,  and  hi. s  moulders,  and  his  heavy 
head.  ** 

"  A  little  more  fleep  and  a  little  more  flumber;" 
Thus  he  waftes  half  his  days  and  his  hours  without 

number ; 
And  when  he  gets  up,  he  fits  folding  his  hands, 
Or  walks  about  fauntering,  or  trifling  he  ftands.    S 
T  r-iiVd  by  his  garden,  and  faw  the  wild  brier, 
The  thorn  and  the  thiftle  grow  broader  and  higher; 
The  clothes  that  hang  on  him  are  turning  to 
And  his  money  ftill  waftes  til!  lie  fiarves  or  he 
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f  made  him  a  vifit,  (till  hoping  to  find 

He  had  to  are  For  i  nproving  his  mind  : 

He  told  me  his  dreams,  talk'cj  of  eating  and  drink- 

»' 
but  he  fcarce  read  ,  his  Bible,  and  never  loves  th 
in^. 

I  then  to  my  heart,  "  Here's  a  leffbn  for  me,'« 
That  man's  but  a  picture  of  what  I  might  be; 
But  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  care  in  my  breed- 
ing ; 

\\  ho  taught  me  betimes  to  love  working  and  r 

ing.  20 

l-l.  Innocent  P 
A  ?>  ROAD  in  the  meadows,  to  fee  the  young  I; 
Run  fporting  about  by  the  fide  of  their  d 
With  fleeces  fo  clean  arid  fo  white  ; 
Or  a  nefl  ing  doves  in  a  large  open 

y  all  in  love,  w  ithoul  I  ra^e, 

much  may  we  learn  figbt  !       0 

had  been  ducks  we  might  dabble  in  mud  ; 
Or  dogs,  we  might  play  till  it  ended  in  blood; 

foul  and  fo  fierce  are  their  natui 
ButThoma,,  and  William,  and  Inch  pretty  names, 
Should  be   cleanly  and    harmlefs    as  doves    or   as 

laml 
Thofe  lovely  fweet  innocent  creatures.  12 

word  that  we  fay, 
nre  another  in  jefting  or  play  ; 
:ll  that's  hurt  ; 
rude  are   the   boys  that   throw  pebbles  and 
ire  ! 
There's  none  but  a  madman  will  fling  about  I 

And  tc  .  you,  "■  "I  is  all  but  in  Iport."         ifl 


How 


lutiful  floi 

Cut  tl  ir    our, 

wither  and  * 

ft  \ 
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Yet  the  rofe  has  one  powerful  virtue  to  boaft, 

Above  all  the  flow'rs  of  the  field  : 
When  its  leaves  are  all  dead,  and  fine  colours  are 
loft,  f 

Still  how  fweet  a  perfume  it  will  yield  !  8 

So  frail  is  the  youth  and  the  beauty  of  men, 

Though  they  bioom  and  look  gay  like  the  rofe: 
But  all  our  fond  care  to  preferve  them  is  vain; 

Time  kills  them  as  Lift  as  he  goes.  12 

Then  I'll  not  be  proud  of  my  youth  or  my  beauty, 

Since  both  of  them  wither  and  fade  : 
But  gain  a  good  name  by  well-doing  my  duty  ; 

This  will  (cent,  like  a  rofe,  when  Tin  dead.     16 

IV.  The  Thief. 
Vv  FiY  fliould  I  deprive  my  neighbour 

Of  his  goods  againft  his  will  ? 
Hands  were  made. for  honeft  labour, 

Not  to  plunder  or  to  ileal.  4 

*Tis  a  fooliih  felf-deceiving 

By  fuch  tricks  to  hope  lor  gain: 
All  that's  ever  got  by  thieving 

Turns  to  forrow,  ihame,  and  pain.  3 

Have  nor  Eve  and  Adam  taught  us 

Their  fad  profit  to  compute  ? 
To  what  difmal  ilare  they  brought  us 

When  they  ftole  forbidden  fruit  i  I* 

Oft  we  fee  a  young  beginner 

PraCtiie  little  pilfering  ways, 
Till  grown  up  a  harden'd  finner, 

Then  the  gallows  ends  hia  days.  16 

Theft  will  not  be  always  hidden, 

Though  we  fancy  r.  Ijpy  : 

When  we  take  a  thin  en, 

God  beholds  it  with  his  eye.  20 

Guard  tny  heart,  O  God  of  heaven, 

•  it's  not  mine  : 
Left  I  fteal  what  is  not  given, 

Guard  my  heart  and  hands  from  fin,  a^ 
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^  V.  The  Anty  or  Em  > 

1  HESE  emmet-,  hov  little  they  are  in  our  eyes! 

We  tread  them  to  dud,  and  a  troop  ol"  them  dies, 

Without  our  regard  or  concern  ; 
Yet,  as  v.  ife  as  we  are,  it'  we  went  to  their  fchool, 
There's  many  a  ftuggard  and  many  a  fool, 

Some  lcilons  of  wifdom  might  learn.  6 

They  don't  wear  their  time  out  in  fleeping  or  play, 
But  gather  up  corn  in  a  funfliiny  day, 

And  for  winter  they  lay  up  their  ftores  : 
They  manage  their  work  in  fuch  regular  forms, 
One  would  think  they  fore  fa  w  all  the  frofts  and  the 
ftorms, 
And  io  brought  their  food  within  doors.        12 
But  T  have  lefs  fenfe  than  a  poor  creeping  ant, 
If  I  take  not  due  care  for  the  tilings  1  fhall  want, 

Nor  provide  againft  dangers  in  time. 
When  death  or  old  age  (hall  (lure  in  my  face, 
What  a  wretch  fhall  I  be  in  the  end  of  my  day?, 

If  I  trifle  away  all  their  prime  !  1 8 

Now,  now,  while  my  ftrength  and  my  youth  are  in 

bloom, 
Let   me  think  what  will   ferve  me  when  ficknefs 
fhall  come, 
And  pray  that  my  fins  be  forgiven. 
Let  me  read  in  good  books,  and  believe,  and  obey, 
That  when  death  turns  me  out  of  this  cottage  of 
clay, 
I  may  dwell  in  a  palace  in  heaven,  24 

ry,  VI.  G"'d  Refolutions, 

1  HOUGH  I  am  now  in  younger  day?, 

Nor  can  I  tell  what  fhall  befal  me. 
T'll  prepare  for  every  place, 

\V  here  my  growing  age  ihall  call  me. 
Should  I  be  rich  or  e  ,5 

rtake  my  goodnefs ; 
I'll  fupply  the  poor  with  1 

wing  fcorn  or  rudenefs, 

AA1 
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Where  I  fee  the  blind  or  lame, 

Deat"  or  dumb,  I'll  kindly  treat  them  ;  10 

I  deferve  to  feel  the  fame 

If  I  mock,  or  hurt,  or  cheat  them. 
If  I  meet  with  railing  tongues. 

Why  ihould  I  return  them  railing? 
Since  I  bed  revenge  my  wrongs,  15 

By  my  patience  never  failing. 
When  I  hear  them  telling  lies, 

Talking  foolifh,  curling,  {'wearing  ; 
Firfl  I'll  try  to  make  them  wife, 

Or  I'll  foon  go  out  of  hearing.  20 

What  though  I  be  low  and  mean, 

I'll  engage  the  rich  to  love  me, 
While  I'm  modell,  neat,  and  clean, 

And  fubmit  when  they  reprove  me, 
U  I  fhould  be  poor  and  nek,  25. 

I  fliall  meet,  I  hope,  with  pity, 
bince  I  love  to  help  the  weak, 

Though  they're  neither  fair  nor  witty. 
I'll  not  willingly  offend, 

Nor  be  eafily  offended  ; 
What's  amifs  I'll  drive  to  mend. 

And  endure  what  can't  be  mended. 
May  I  be  fo  watchful  (till 

O'er  my  humours  and  my  palfions, 
As  to  fpeak  and  do  no  ill,  35 

Though  it  mould  be  all  the  fafhion  : 
Wicked  fafhions  lead  to  hell  ; 

Ne'er  may  I  be  found  complying  ; 
But  in  life  behave  fo  well, 

Not  to  be  afraid  of  dying.  40 

VII.  A  Summer  Evening. 
HOW  fine  has  the  day  been,  how  bright  was  the 

fun, 
How  lovely  and  joyful  the  courfe  that  he  run, 
Though  he  rofe  in  a  mill  when  his  race  he  began, 
And  there  followed  fome  droppings  of  rain  ! 


A    CRADLE    HYMN.  2^7 

But  now  the  fair  traveller's  ccr,  e  to  the  weft, 
His  rays  are  all  gold,  and  his  beauties  are  belt ; 
He  paints  the  iky  gay  as  he  finks  to  his  reft, 
And  foretelfi  a  bright  riling  again.  % 

Tuft  fuch  is  the  Chriftian  :    His  courfe  he  begins, 
he  fun  in  a  mift,  while  he  mourns  tor  his  (ins. 

And  melts  into  tears  :  then  he  breaks  out  and  mines. 

And  travels  his  heavenly  way  :  it 

But  when  lie  comes  nearer  to  fmilh  his  race, 
I  fine  f<   ting  fun  he  looks  richer  in  grace, 

a  fure  hope  at  the  end  of  his  days 

Ot"  riling  in  brighter  array.  16 

-  - 
e  end  of  thefe  - ioogs  t  ■:  C    I 

A  CRADLE  HYMN. 
HUSH  !  my  dear,  lie  ftill,  and  Humber, 
Ho  aid  thy  bed  ! 

number 
Gently   ailing  on  thy  head.  4 

Sleep,  my  babe  ;  thy  food  and  raiment, 
Houfe  and  home  thy  friends  provide  ; 

All  without  thy  care  or  payment; 

All  thy  wants  are  well  fupply'd.  8 

much  better  thou'rt  attended 
Than  the  Son  of  God  could  be, 
When  from  heaven  he  defcended, 

And  became  a  child  like  thee  >  rz 

Soft  cradle : 

Coarfe  and  hard  thy  ir  lay: 

When  his  I    - 

And  his  fofteft  bed  was  hay.  16 

BleflTed  babe!   what  glorious  features, 

r\t;{>,  fair,  divinely  bright  ! 
I  !     r  he  dwell  with  brutal  creature    ! 

could  aqgels  bear  the  (■_  2d 

A  A   3 
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Was  there  nothing  but  a  manger 

Curled  finners  could  afford, 
To  receive  the  heavenly  Stranger  ? 

Did  they  thus  affront  their  Lord  ? 
Soft,  my  child  ;    I  did  not  chide  thee,  25 

Though  my  fong  might  found  too  hard  j 

•T-hy{N3:^;}fi.sbef,de,hee> 

And  her  arms  fhall  be  thy  guard.  a8 

Yet  to  read  the  fhameful  ftory, 

How  the  Jews  abus'd  their  King, 
How  they  ferv'd  the  Lord  of  glory, 

Makes  me  angry  while  I  ling. 
See  the  kinder  ihepherds  round  him, 

Telling  wonders  from  the  Iky  ! 
Where  they  fought  him,  there  they  found  him, 

With  his  virgin-mother  by. 
See  the  lovely  Babe  a-dreffing  ; 

Lovely  Infant,  how  he  fmil'd! 
When  he  wept,  the  mother's  blefling 

Sooth'd  and  huih'd  the  holy  Child.  4° 

Lo,  he  flutnbers  in  his  manger, 

Where  the  horned  oxen  fed  ; 
Peace,  my  darling,  here's  no  danger, 

Here's  no  ox  a-near  thy  bed. 
'Twas  to  fave  thee,  child,  from  dying, 

Save  my  dear  from  burning  flame, 
Bitter  groans  and  endlefs  crying, 

That  thy  bleft  Redeemer  came.  5° 

May'ft  thou  live  to  know  and  fear  him, 

Truft  and  love  him  all  thy  days; 
Then  go  dwell  forever  near  him, 
ee  his  face  and  fing  his  praife ! 
I  could  give  thee  thoufand  kiilcs, 

Hoping  what  I  mod  defire  ; 
■  mother's  fondeft  wifhes 

Can  to  greater  joys  afpire. 

f  Here  /  ju  m  iy  afe  the  word?,  brother,  filter,  neighbour;  friend^  &c» 
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